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CHAPTER I. 

A FEW WHISPERED WORDS, 

On the pseudo-mosaic floor of a place of worship — 
that was neither Protestant church, nor Eoman- 
catholic chapel, nor curiously-decorated mediaeval 
drawing-room, but partaking something of all 
three — knelt Keziah Dawkes. A hard cold woman 
looked she, as she rose and sat down to listen to 
the sermon, with never a smile on her gray leaden 
face. The services did not seem to bring much 
cheer to her. When the short sermon of ten 
minutes was ranted through — and which Keziah 
and every other one of the scattered worshippers 
present might have been defied to make top or 
tail, or any sort of sense of — she quitted her seat 
and glided into the street; into the pleasanter 
VOL. ni. B 
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light of a spring twilight evening. The place she 
had just quitted was almost dark at midday ; else 
how would the lighted candles on the communion- 
table have . borne effect ? For some time now, 
Keziah Dawkes had been a lonely, disappointed 
woman, finding her heart and her love thrown 
back upon her. She had never had but one object 
of affection throughout her life — and that was her 
brother Barnaby. Worthless Barnaby ! But it 
often happens that the more worthless a man is, 
the closer somebody or other clings to him. Bar- 
naby Dawkes had done nearly as much as he could 
do to throw his sister's affection off ; at least, so it 
seemed to her perhaps exacting heart. Wounded 
to the core, ready to die with disappointment and 
weariness, Keziah in sheer ennui took to attending 
one of the ultra-ritualistic daily services that were 
springing up around her as rapidly as mushrooms. 
Time has gone on, reader. Nearly four years 
have elapsed since the marriage of Barnaby Dawkes 
and Mrs. Canterbury. They have latterly been stay- 
ing almost entirely in London : more fashion to be 
met with in Belgravia than at the Eock, and both 
Major Dawkes and his wife are votaries of it. He 
is Major Dawkes now — having got up a step ; and 
the world looks upon him as one of the most wealthy 
and flourishing ofl&cers in her Majesty's service. A 
few people — ^money-lenders, lawyers, and the like — 
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perchance could tell a diflferent tale — that there 
existed not a more embarrassed man in secret 
than he. 

Keziah suspected something of this embarrass* 
ment ; but not to its fullest extent. When we love 
any one very deeply, we seem to see, as by intui- 
tion, any ill that may surround him. Keziah was 
very little with Major and Mrs. Dawkes ; less even 
than she used to be, although their mansion was 
not far removed from her home. Sometimes she 
would not call upon them once in two months. 
She had paid them one visit at the Rock in the 
earlier days of their marriage, but the invitation 
to her had never been repeated. 

That a man with Major Dawkes's propensity to 
spend — ^that any one living on the scale he did, 
flinging away hundreds, ay and thousands, of 
pounds — should have gone on from three to four 
mortal years, and not have burst up, might have 
been deemed one of the marvels pertaining to 
Major Dawkes. Mrs. Dawkes's was almost what 
might have been called a regal income, though in 
truth not so much as the world set it down at; 
but Barnaby had fingered it in a lavish style. If 
I had ten thousand a -year, and spent twenty 
thousand, it would not need a conjurer to fore- 
tell what must come of it. Keziah, sharp and 
calculating, knew pretty well what the state of 
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affairs must be ; and she was looking for the ex- 
plosion of the bombshell. To her, it seemed al- 
most like retribution ; a judgment upon them for 
their neglect of her. 

But in that well-appointed Belgravian mansion 
nothing was suspected of its master's embarrass- 
ment. He kept it to himself. He had no other 
resource in decency but to do so, since the troubles 
were wholly his own. For, it was not the state 
and style in which they lived that could have 
hampered them, but Major Dawkes's private pur- 
suits. Neither mistress nor servants knew aught 
of the matter : the latter were aware that some 
people, shabby men and others, intruded often on 
the Major, who avoided them when he could ; and 
when he could not, held private colloquies with 
them in his study, and showed them out of doors 
himself. The household bills, too, were being 
pressed for. 

Keziah Dawkes left the chapel — or what she 
might please to call it — behind her, and walked 
steadily on to her lodgings: the same lodgings 
where you once saw her, reader. She had lost 
them during that long absence, when she was 
down at Chilling, helping Barnaby to scheme for 
Mrs. Canterbury; but she had regained them 
again. The evening was chill ; the clouds chased 
each other across the sky; the wind blew round 
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the comers with a wintry sound. Passing a gay 
shop-window, its wares lighted up with the blazing 
gas, Keziah's eyes were caught by something, and 
she stopped to look in. 

'It's a sweet bonnet,' she exclaimed after a 
long gaze ; * and only ten-and-sixpence ! I could 
not make it for much less myself; and somehow 
my home-made bonnets have always a dowdy look. 
It's not so high but I could afford it ; and spring's 
getting on. Suppose I come by daylight and look 
at it? But then' — pausing — 'there's aunt Gar- 
ston! I dorCt think she can last much longer; 
and it would be waste of money to buy it, if I had. 
to go in mourning soon afterwards.' 

With a lingering look, Keziah turned away^ 
and continued, her course towards home, revolving 
the bonnet argument in her mind, for and against, 
the purchase. The wind took her cloak, the chilly 
air seemed to penetrate her ; but Keziah was used 
to wind and weather. Arrived at her door, she 
opened it, and went upstairs ; taking off her cloak 
on the landing, and shaking it. The tea-things 
were on the table, glowing pleasantly in the fire- 
light ; and some dark form, to which her eye was 
not accustomed, filled the easy -chair with its 
washed-out, thin chintz-cover. 

' Barnaby ! Is it you ?' 

' What an awfully long time you've been com- 
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ing in !' was the Major's responsive greeting. 
* Thought you must have gone out to make a 
night of it.' 

' I have only been to evening prayers.' 

' Been to what ?' 

' The evening service at a new chapel. A 
place we have got opened here.' 

*It's not Sunday,' said the Major, staring. 

* I know that. What am I to do, alone here 
always ? never a soul to speak to ! The evening 
services break the monotony ; it's an object to get 
out for : but I don't go every evening. I'd not 
have gone now had I thought you were coming.' 

She put her bonnet on the bed in the inner 
room, came back, and began to make the tea. 
The shining copper kettle stood singing on the 
brass plate ; a new loaf and some butter were on 
the table. 

' You will take a cup of tea, Barnaby ?' 

* Not I. Wishy-washy stuff !' 

' Some bread-and-butter, then ?' 
' That's worse.' 

' Is there anything else that I can get you ?' 

' No ; thanks. I'm going home to dinner.' 

Keziah took the candles from the mantelpiece, 

and lighted both in honour of her company ; when 

alone, she generally contented herself with one. 

That Barnaby had come for some aid or other, 
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she was sure of; but she did not see what he, the 
great man, could want from her now. The can- 
dles lighted up his face ; the same handsome feuje, 
with the shining black eyes and hair as of yore ; 
but somewhat of perplexity sat on his features. 
He was leaning forward towards the fire, and 
pulling at his moustache moodily, as if in a brown 
study. Keziah poured out her tea, and sat sip- 
ping it. 

' Do you think you could do anything for me 
with the old party T he suddenly began. 

'In what way?' coldly asked Keziah; knowing 
that the * old party' meant Mrs. Garston. 

' I don't believe she'll last a month longer, 
Keziah.' 

* She will not last long ; I am sure of that. 
When those vigorous old women begin to fail — as 
she is now failing — their time is drawing to a 
close.' 

There ensued a pause. Keziah, brimful of 
her wrongs and Barnaby's ingratitude, would not 
prompt him by so much as a word. She cut her- 
self a piece of bread-and-butter. 

* I want you to see her for me, Keziah.' 

* To see her for you !' 

The chilling tone grated on the Major's ear. 
He turned his head. 

' What's the matter with you, Keziah ?' 
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' The matter with me ?' repeated Keziah, as if 
bent on reechoing his words. * Nothing more 
than usual.' 

* You have not been pleasant with me for 
some time, Keziah.' 

' What have you been with me ?' 

' I !' — the Major turned to the fire again in a 
frightful access of gloom — ' I've not meant to be 
anything else. But — ^I am awfully worried, Ke- 
ziah.' 

* You bring your worry on yourself, I expect.' 
He did not attempt to gainsay it ; he had 

never been otherwise than tolerably candid with 
his sister. 

* I am in a mess, Keziah. If I cannot get 
helped out of it. Heaven knows what the end will 
be.' 

^ You have been in many a mess before.' 

' Never such as this. I want to talk it over 

with you : as I used to talk over the troubles of 

the old days, Kezzy.' 

* Yes ! You come to me when you need any- 
thing — never else. Barnaby, I do not believe 
Heaven ever created your fellow for selfishness !' 

' I am not selfish !' snapped the Major. 

' Not selfish ! Listen, Barnaby : I may be the 
better, perhaps, for letting loose a little of the 
grievances long burning within me. When we 
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were brother and sister together, who helped you 
as I did — and loved you — and cherished you? 
Who stood between you and aunt Garston, and 
told her lies without end to cover your faults, and 
divert her shrewd suspicions from you? Who 
parted with all available means, that you should 
be pulled out of ditches and straits ? Who helped 
you to your rich wife ; and shielded you in all 
ways when you wanted shielding? Answer me 
that/ 

*You did,' avowed the Major, fancying an 
open policy might be the best in the awkward 
situation. 

* Yes ; I. You married your wife, and came 
into what would once have seemed to you incal- 
culable wealth — what was so, in fact ; and how 
did you recompense me ? By throwing me over, 
as if I were some menial that you had no longer 
work for.' 

* Don't talk nonsense, Keziah !' 

* Is it nonsense ? You know better. It is 
true you repaid me the bare money I had ad- 
vanced; but not a fraction over, for thanks or 
interest. Without the repayment I could not have 
lived, for it was my income that I forestalled and 
risked for you ; had it not been my income — had 
it been saved money — I don't believe you would 
have ever troubled yourself to repay it at all. 
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Since your marriage you have not treated me as a 
sister — ^I was nobody in your fresh ties.* 

''Twas not that/ burst forth the Major. 
* Ties ! The ties have never been to me half what 
you were.' 

' It has been self with you always, Barnaby — 
self, self, self,' she resumed, the hard tone subsid- 
ing into a plaintive one, for the avowal had some- 
what appeased her. ' It of course was nothing for 
your wife to neglect me — it was to be expected, 
perhaps : but I did not look for it from you ; and 
the pain has been hard to bear.' 

'I don't see why I should not tell you the 
truth,' he said, 'though I've never told it before. 
The neglect has been Caroline's. She — she took 
a dislike to you, Keziah, goodness knows why; 
and I never have been able to prevail upon her to 
have you with us, except for that short visit when 
you came to the Eock. My will has been good 
to have you — to have you always ; but she would 
not.' 

It was all very well to excuse himself in this 
way. He had been quite as willing to neglect her 
as his wife was. Keziah was coming round. The 
old love for him had only been smouldering; it 
would never leave her but with life. 

*It may be as you say, Barnaby; but your 
wife is not you. You might have come to see me 
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— ^you might have been generous to me ; it was in 
your power to make my life bright, and you have 
not attempted to throw even a ray on it. A hun- 
dred times have I sat here, by my solitary fire, on 
a winter's evening, repeating over to myself that 
old song of Shakespeare's : " l^low, blow, thou 
wintry wind ; thou art not so unkind as man's 
ingratitude." ' 

Apparently the remembrance overcame her. 
Keziah Dawkes burst into tears, and put her hand- 
kerchief to her face. Barnaby could not remem- 
ber ever to have seen her cry in all his life. A 
sudden impulse of affection — ^if such could exist in 
the man's nature — or of self-interest well acted, 
caused him to put out his hand, and clasp fondly 
the one lying unoccupied on her lap. Almost at 
once she dried the tears, as though ashamed to 
have given way to them. 

* Let bygones be bygones, Keziah ; there's no- 
body in the world I care for half as much as I do 
for you ; there's no one else I would tell my trou- 
bles to. Will you hear, and help me ?' 

* I am willing to hear you, Barnaby. But as 
to help, I should not think any of that lies in my 
power.' 

' Substantial help of course does not. You 
need not fear I wish to ask for the advance of your 
poor little income again. It would be of no use to 
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me; but as a bucket of water to the flowing Thames. 
What I do want is, that you would see Mrs. Gar- 
ston, and get her — get her to make her will in 
my favour. Not a stone must be left unturned, 
Keziah.' 

' You want it badly T 

Badly! Worse than Keziah, happily for her, 
had as yet any notion of. The Major drew a sketch 
of his embarrassments and difficulties ; and Keziah 
grew a little frightened. 

' Barnaby ! How can you have been so mad T 

* Money melts,' said the Major gloomily. ' It 
is only when a man pulls himself up that he sees 
how much has gone.' 

' But how can you have got into this state ?' 
' The pigs know,' he wrathfully answered ; ' I 
don't.' 

* I suppose — ^it is — the play,' she said in a hesi- 
tating whisper. ' Barnaby ! and you so faithfully 
resolved to leave it off when you married Mrs. 
Canterbury !' 

^ A man could leave off many things, but for 
the cursed temptation that surrounds him onfall 
sides in this miserable town. What's the good of 
his resolves then ?' 

' I suppose it has been going from bad to worse 
— ^bad to worse ?' 

^ It is pretty bad now, I know that.' 
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* What can be done ?' 

* I must get some money. If I don't get that — * 
here the Major stopped. 

' WeU r said Keziah. 

* I must get it ; that's all/ repeated he. 

* I suppose it is a great deal that you want ?' 

* Tolerable.' 

*And have you any idea how it is to be 
had?' 

* I've run it over in my mind ; I have been 
doing nothing else for some time past ; and I see 
only two ways possible. That Kage should ad- 
vance me some of Tom Canterbury's hoards ; or 
that old Mother Garston should put me down for 
a pot of money in her will.' 

*Is either likely?' asked Keziah, in a tone that 
said volumes. 

'Deuced unlikely. I have tried Kage: went 
down to his chambers, and put the matter to him 
in as favourable a light as circumstances allowed. 
He did not entertain it ; it would not have been 
him if he had, hang him ! He stopped me off- 
hand, in his coldly civil manner, and as good as 
showed me the door.' 

Keziah shook her head. 

* You would find it difficult, I am sure, to get 
anything of that kind out of Mr. Kage ; he sticks 
up for principle. He would be afraid of not get- 
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ting it paid back ; and that either he must refund, 
or little Canterbury be a loser.' 

* He was afraid of something — and be shot to 
him ! I hate the man. Any way, that outlet seems 
closed ; and there's only Mrs. Garston to fall back 
upon.' 

Keziah, in her secret heart, knew there was no 
more chance of Bamaby's getting money from her, 
by will or otherwise (beyond what she might have 
already left him), than there was of his getting it 
from Mr. Kage. Less, in fact : of the two, she 
considered there would be more hope with the 
barrister. 

'Barnaby, you may put aunt Garston out of 
the question, for she will never lend you any, or 
leave you much.' 

*You must try what you can do,' said the 
Major irritably. 

' She would not hear me. If I persisted in 
pressing the question, she would call her servants 
to show me out of the house. Since that — that 
unhappy affair, she has never once allowed me to 
mention your name.' 

Barnaby Dawkes lifted his eyes in surprise. 

' What affair ?' 

* Of Belle Annesley.' 

A minute's silence. Eeziah turned rounds and 
drank what tea was leffc in her cup. 
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* Keziah,' he said hoarsely, his black eyes tak- 
ing quite a fierce gleam as he looked at her — a 
gleam born of trouble — 'I tell you that I must 
have money, though I move heaven and earth to 
get it.' 

' My will is good to give it you, Barby,' she 
answered, all the old afi'ection coming back w4th a 
rush; 'but when I know — ^I know — ^that the notion 
of getting it from Mrs. Garston is more visionary 
than that wind now sweeping past the window, it 
would be foolish of me to deceive you with hope. 
Could you not borrow money upon your income ? 
Upon your wife's income, I mean.* 

'I have done a little in that way,' acknowledged 
the Major. ' Can't get another stiver on it from 
any money-lender breathing; have tried the greater 
portion of 'em. Don't you see? if she died to- 
morrow, it would not come to me, but to the boy ; 
and they are cautious.' 

' I don't quite understand.' 

' Should Caroline die in the boy's lifetime, the 
income she enjoys lapses to him ; should he die in 
hers, while he is a minor, his money lapses to her. 
When old Canterbury made his will, he seemed to 
forget that anybody existed in the world but those 
two.' 

* And should the boy die after he is of age, to 
whom does it lapse then ?' 
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'To whomsoever he shall will it. It's an awful 
lot of money, his is ; and Kage will take sharp care 
of the accumulations. By Jove ! when I remem- 
ber sometimes that that miserable little unit of six 
years old is keeping me out of wealth, Fm — I'm 
— savage.' 

' Don't, Barnaby.' 

' Don't what ?' 

' Talk in that way. You should keep such 
thoughts down,' added Keziah sensibly. ' The 
thing is so, and you cannot alter it. You ought 
to have begun at first to put by out of your wife's 
large income, and insured her life.' 

' How I hate Kage !' growled the Major. 'Any 
other trustee would have accommodated me under 
the circumstances.' 

' I don't think there has ever been much love 
lost between you and him.' 

' Curse him! It is he who hopes to come in for 
that old creature's money. He has her ear always. 
I'd not bet a crown that it is not he who is keep- 
ing up the ball against me.' 

'Keziah shook her head. ^^ 

'Wrong, Barnaby. I do not fancy he will 
come in for her money; and, though he is no 
favourite of mine, I believe he is too honourable to 
touch the ball against you, let alone keep it up.' 

Major Dawkes rose. 



V 
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' Will you see her to-morrow ? Do as I bid 
you, Keziah : move heaven and earth to get her to 
remember me well. I'd say almost forge a will !' 
he added impulsively — though, it must be con- 
fessed, without any real meaning — ' for money I 
must have.' 

' Don't be angry with me, Barnaby, if I sug- 
gest to you another course. I do so, only in the 
conviction that the two you mention are hopeless.' 

' WeU r 

' Be made a bankrupt at once.' 

Major Dawkes glared a little. He a bank- 
rupt ! 

' You don't know what you say, Keziah.' 

* I see the social disadvantages just as well as 
you ; but at least you would be clear. Of course 
I don't mean a regular bankruptcy as tradespeople 
have to go through — I mean privately ; what they 
call whitewashed.' 

* I can't be.' 
' Can't be ?' 

' Will you help me, or won't you ?' he repeated 
in desperation. ' There's more necessity for help 
than you know yet.' 

' What necessity ? Tell me all, Barnaby, if 
you have not told it. It may be better. Perhaps 
we are at cross-purposes.' 

It is possible that the Major thought it might 

VOL. ni. 
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be better. He hesitated for half a moment, 
looking at her up-turned face; then he whis- 
pered two or three words in her ear, and went 
out, whistling softly, leaving Keziah as white as 
ashes. 



CHAPTEE n. 

CALLED OUT OF THE RECEPTION-ROOM. 

Lamps at the door and carriages dashing up to it, 
and the shouting of clashing coachmen, and the 
sweet scent of exotics through the hall and up the 
staircase, proclaimed that Major and Mrs. Dawkes 
were holding a reception. Strictly speaking, it 
was hers. When the Major got home, after his 
interview with Keziah, he had barely time to get 
his dinner -coat on. Half-a-dozen people dined 
with them, and the reception came later. The 
Major had quite forgotten there was to be a party, 
if indeed he had ever been made aware of it. 

He was beginning to hate these crowds at his 
own home. Careless-natured though he was, there 
were certain dangers besetting his path that half 
frightened him; and the mob jarred upon his 
nerves. 

Mrs. Dawkes did not consult him when she 
should hold her receptions ; and was not likely to. 
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As yet the dangers were at a tolerable distance; 
and the Major, always sanguine, hoped to avert 
them. 

Not one person do we know amidst the crowd. 
Satins, feathers, fans, bouquets, jostle the black 
coats of men ; a goodly company ; but to us they 
are strangers. Mrs. Dawkes, in white silk and 
lace, her golden hair worn carelessly — and per- 
haps that is the chief reason of its looking so won- 
drously beautiful — stands to receive them. But 
now some one comes in whom we do know — 
Thomas Kage the barrister. And his presence in 
that house is so very rare — at least at its gay do- 
ings — that Major Dawkes lifts his supercilious 
eyebrows, and wonders audibly what the dickens 
has brought him. 

This. Somebody had said in his ear lately, 
that Mrs. Dawkes was killing herself — killing her- 
self with the dissipated life she led : that she 
was looking just as though she had one foot in 
the grave, and might be in it now before her 
mother, if she did not take care. 

For that poor old shaking scarecrow was alive 
yet. A sad burden to herself, a wearing trouble 
to all around her, she existed on, never moving 
out of the one room she occupied in her house at 
Chilling. Fry, her maid, had quitted her place, 
strength and patience alike reduced, and had taken 
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service with Mrs. Dawkes. But it is not with 
Mrs. Kage that we have anything to do. 

So Thomas Kage came to see. He generally 
had a standing card for Mrs. Dawkes's assemblies. 
In spite of his non-attendance, she always sent 
them; and he thought he would for once make 
use of it. He also wanted to say a word to the 
Major. Drawing aside to let the crowd pass in 
advance, he stood against the wall while he scanned 
her. 

Even so. She was looking thin, worn, ill. 
Dark circles were round her eyes ; her lips were 
feverish; her cough — she coughed three or four 
times — ^had a hollow hacking sound. A strange 
pang shot through the heart of Thomas Kage. 

'You here !' exclaimed Caroline, her face light- 
ing up with pleasure as she met Mr. Kage's hand. 
' I should think it would rain gold to-morrow.' 

' Because my appearance here is so rare ?' 

' You know it is. If my poor receptions were 
poison, Thomas, you could not eschew them more 
than you do.' 

'I wish I could induce you to eschew them, 
Caroline.' 

a! That is good!' 

' You are looking very thin.' 

' Yes, I am thin. I have not been well lately.* 
What has been the matter ?' 
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* 0, a cold, I think. I have spit a little hlood 
once or twice.' 

* Caroline !' 

She laaghed at his look of consternation. 

*It was ever so many weeks ago. Nothing 
but the cough brought it on. One night, coming 
out of St. James's Hall, the carriage could not get 
up. Major Dawkes was in a hurry to go some- 
where, so we walked to it. I had nothing on my 
neck but a thin lace cape, and the cold caught my 
chest. I am quite well again. It is the sitting 
up late and the rackety life we lead that makes 
me look thin.' 

* Caroline, I am glad to hear you acknowledge 
that fact. To lead this life always would injure 
one twice as strong as you are. There's reason 
in roasting eggs, you know.' 

* Apropos of what ?' 

* But there's no reason in leading it without 
cessation,' continued Mr. Kage, following out his 
argument: *Why don't you go down to the 
Eock?' 

Caroline shrugged her pretty shoulders. The 
diamonds resting on her neck (Olive Canterbury's 
diamonds by right) glittered in their marvellous 
brightness. 

* Do you want me to die of ennui, Thomas ? I 
should if I went there.' 
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* You did not die of it when you lived there in 
the days gone by.' 

' But I had not then tried a London life. It 
is dull for me there, Thomas. You cannot say 
otherwise ; and the Major never stays there with 
me. The last time I went there, if he came down 
for a couple of days, he was all restlessness until 
he got off again. He has his pursuits here, his 
brother officers and that, and cannot bear to tear 
himself away from them. In July, or August at 
the latest, I shall go with little Tom to one of the 
quiet German baths for two months. It will set 
us both up.' 

' Tom is not very strong,* he remarked. 

' He was as strong and healthy a little fellow 
born as could be, but he has ailed somewhat lately. 
They say his chest is weak.' 

' I know what I should say — if you will allow 
me, Caroline.' 

' Say on,* she laughingly rejoined. 

' That it is the confinement in London that 
disagrees with him. For the first three or four 
years of the child's life he was kept chiefly in the 
healthy country air, and then you transplanted 
him to this close town. Suppose you treated a 
plant so. It would soon droop, if not die.' 

Mrs. Dawkes grew grave. The argument 
struck her. 
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^ There is really nothing amiss with the child, 
Thomas ; except that he has lately looked deli- 
cate.' 

' But he should look hardy, and not delicate. 
I say, Caroline, that he requires country air. And 
so do you.' 

^He has a wonderful affinity with me, that 
child,' exclaimed Caroline fondly. ' If I droop, 
he seems to droop. You come to see him oftener 
than you do me, sir.' 

* Is it my fault if you lie in bed of a morning ?' 
asked Mr. Kage in a laughing tone. *In going 
to the Temple I sometimes walk round here : it is 
the most convenient time for me and for Tom. 
" Mamma's not up," he always says.' 

The soft strains of a band in another apart- 
ment rose on their ear. Caroline passed her arm 
within her cousin's. 

' You will go through a quadrille with me, 
Thomas ?' she whispered. 

And Mr. Kage heard it with intense surprise. 

' A quadrille ! I ! Why, do you know how 
long it is since I danced one ?' 

' How long is it ?' 

' So long that I cannot recollect. Yes, I do. 
The last time I danced a quadrille was that long 
bygone year when I was staying with my mother 
at Little Bay. I danced it with you, Caroline.' 
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Their eyes met, quite unintentionally on either 
side ; and for a brief moment the sweet fantasy of 
that departed time was recalled to either heart. 

'I have never danced one since,* said Mr. 
Kage. 

' But you will this evening ?' 

* I do not think you ought to dance at all. 
You give yourself too much fatigue without that.' 

' I will be good, and have but this one, if you 
will dance it with me. There ; that's a promise.' 

^ Keally, Caroline, I do not remember the 
figures.' 

She gently drew him on, and he stood up with 
her. Two or three very young men, embryo bar- 
risters, put up their glasses when they saw him, 
and laughed with each other. There was nothing 
to laugh at, either in him or his dancing; but 
they had never seen the sight before. 

Later, when Mr. Kage was looking about for 
Major Dawkes, in the rooms and out of them, 
and unable to find him, Judith appeared in view, 
coming down the stairs. 

'I never see such a child,' she exclaimed to 
Mr. Kage, between whom and herself there was 
much confidence on the score of her little charge. 
* Just look, sir' — indicating a bit of folded paper 
in her hand. ' Because his mamma did not have 
him in to say good-night, he has been writing this 



26 GEORGE canterbury's WILL. 

to her, and made me bring it. — 0, it's you, 



ma'am.' 



Mrs. Dawkes opened the. paper, holding it so 
that Thomas Kige could see. 

^ My dearest mamma, I say good-night to you. 
You must come and kiss me when the people are 
gone. I shall lie awake looking at the angels. I 
have said my prayers.' 

* What does he mean by " looking at the 
angels" ? ' questioned Mr. Kage of Caroline. 

* 0, he means that little toy that poor Belle An- 
nesley gave him. He never goes to bed without 
it, does he, Judith ?' 

'Never, ma'am; there he is now, set up on 
end in his little bed, and the thing open before 
him.' 

* You ought to make him go to sleep, Judith.' 

' I should like to know how, ma'am,' replied 
the girl respectfully ; * he's a'most as fond of 
music as he is of his angels. There'll be no sleep 
for him till the tunes have shut up for the night.' 

' I will come to him before I go to bed,' said 
Caroline, escaping to her guests. 

But Mr. Kage thought he should like to see 
the boy then, and turned towards the stairs. It 
was a frightfully high house, this Belgravian man- 
sion ; the roof pretty nigh in the clouds. This 
floor was devoted to reception-rooms ; on the next 
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were th'e best bed-chambers; on the one above 
that, slept Tom ; and there were the cloud apart- 
ments yet, no end to them. The day and the 
night nursery opened one into the other; they 
were rather small, for on that landing were 
crowded several rooms. 

Tom was sitting up in bed, the purple-silk 
curtain at its head drawn between his face and 
the door. Mrs. Dawkes was careful of her trea- 
sure, as though he were some rich toy, and sur- 
rounded him with comforts. He thought it was 
his nurse coming back. 

* Did you get to see her, Judith ?' 
' Yes, and gave the document.' 

The answer was in Mr. Kage's voice, and the 
boy put aside the silk curtain with a joyful shout. 
Not a loud shout ; he was never boisterous, as 
boys mostly are. His fair curls were brushed 
back; his white night-gown lay smooth on his 
shoulders; before him, on the counterpane, was 
the pretty toy given him by Belle. 

* What do you mean by this line of conduct, 
young sir ? Sitting up like this, when you should 
be fast asleep !' 

Tom laughed. ' I am hearing the music !' he 
said. 

* Do you make a point of listening to it always 
at these hours, when it may be going on ?' 
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' Yes, always/ said Tom stoutly ; * I wish they'd 
play " Here we suffer grief and pain" ! ' 

' What may that be V asked Mr. Kage. 

' It's a song Fry taught me. Shall I sing a 
verse of it to you ?' 

There was a lull in the downstairs music at 
the time ; and the boy began, in his weak, gentle, 
but very sweet voice : a voice that would be worth 
hearing some day if he lived — 

* Here we suffer grief and pain, 
Here we meet to part again, 

In heaven we part no more. 
0, that win be joyful, joyful, joyful ! 
O, that win be joyful I 

"When we meet to part no more.' 

The boy, who had clasped his hands as he 
sang, unclasped them, and looked up. 

* You are a curious child,' thought Mr. Kage. 

* The other verse is about little children ; but 
I don't know it quite yet. It begins, " Little 
children will be there." In heaven, you know.' 

Thomas Kage made no answer. He was gazing 
down, lost in thought, on the boy's delicate face. 
An idea came over him, almost like a prevision, 
that the lad would not live beyond the age of 
childhood. For a moment regret had full 
place. 

* God knows best,' he said, in his inward heart; 
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and he laid his hand on the child's head, and kept 
it there. 

' Where's Judith, Mr. Kage ?' 

The question recalled him to present things ; 
and Judith's step was even then heard. Mr. Kage 
went down, intending to find Major Dawkes as he 
departed, and say the word he wished to say. But 
the Major seemed not easy to be found. 

A short while before this, one of the servants 
had made his way quietly to his master, saying in 
a whisper that he was wanted below. The man, 
Richard by name, was attached more than any of 
the rest to his master's personal service, and knew 
pretty well about his embarrassments. 

' Wanted at this hour !' exclaimed the Major 
haughtily. ' Who is it ?' 

' It's Mr. Jessup, sir.' 

^ Mr. Jessup ! Did you admit him ?' 

*He admitted himself, sir. The front doors 
are open to-night.' 

'You are a fool, Richard,' said the Major 
wrathfully. 

Mr. Jessup was the Major's principal lawyer. 
His coming at that late hour boded no good ; and, 
good or ill, the Major resented being disturbed. 
There were times for business, and times for plea- 
sure. Richard had put Mr. Jessup into the Ma- 
jor's study — the room with the pipes and pistols. 
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Many an unpleasant interview had it been wit- 
ness to lately : Major Dawkes was beginning to 
shun it. 

Only one of the gas-lights was burning ; and 
Mr. Jessup, a portly man with a flaxen wig, stood 
under it. Major Dawkes had just told his servant 
Richard he was a fool ; Mr. Jessup, waiting for 
his audience, was thinking that, of all fools the 
world ever saw, his client Barnaby Dawkes was 
about the greatest. 

Standing together, the conference was carried 
on in a low tone — almost a whisper; dangerous 
secrets cannot be discussed at a high pitch. A 
certain matter — or rather a suspicion of a certain 
matter — ^had got to Mr. Jessup's ears that evening, 
and he came down to the Major. 

' Is it so, Major? You had better tell me.' 

The Major would a great deal rather not tell. 
He shuffled and equivocated, and finally subsided 
into silence. Mr. Jessup did not make a pretence 
of listening to him : he knew what he knew. 

* No earthly thing can patch up this and avert 
exposure, save one. Major; and that is, money. 
You must get it. No light sum, either.' 

It was the lawyer's parting mandate. Major 
Dawkes, left alone, took a rapid survey of his 
situation, feeling something Kke a man desperate. 
Money he must]^have ; it was as true as heaven. 



CALLED OUT OF THE RECEPTION-BOOM. 31 

A sharp glance upwards, as the door opened ; 
and an angry frown. He had thought it was the 
lawyer coming back again ; but it was Mr. Kage. 
Eichard had said where his master might be 
found. 

^ I will not disturb you for a minute, Major 
Dawkes. I have but a word or two to say. Are 
you giving it out that I am going to advance you 
some of Thomas Canterbury's money ?' 

'No!' 

' Two or three applications have been made to 
me — from your creditors, I presume — asking whe- 
ther it be true that I am about to accommodate 
Major Dawkes with funds from the estate to which 
I stand trustee. I could only think you had been 
spreading the report.' 

' I may have said that I wished you would do 
it,' said the Major. ' People jump to conclusions.' 

' I wish you would undeceive them, then. It 
gives them trouble, and me too.' 

* What was your answer, pray ?' 

' That they were under a misapprehension 
altogether ; that I had neither the power nor the 
will to advance any money belonging to Thomas 
Canterbury.' 

Major Dawkes bit his lip. 

* It would so oblige me, Kage — if you could be 
induced to do it. The money would be as safe as 
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the Bank of England ; I would give you security, 
and repay the whole within a year.' 

^ You had my answer before, Major. I told 
you then that I must decline discussion on [the 
subject ; pardon me if I adhere to it. Could I 
allow even that, I should be scarcely a true trus- 
tee. Good-night.' 

* Good-night,' was the Major's answer. * And 
I wish you were dead, I do !' he growled, as a 
parting blessing. 



CHAPTEK in. 

AN OLD WABNING RECALLED. 

Shrunken and wasted now. The fire had gone 
out for ever from the once fierce gray eyes ; the 
strong hands were as feeble as a child's : but the 
will was vigorous yet, and the body strove to be. 
Mrs. Garston, with her all but ninety years, was 
better than are some at seventy. 

She sat by the fire in her handsome chamber, 
in a warm dressing-gown of quilted gray silk, her 
nightcap on her head. Towards evening she would 
get up, in spite of Dr. Tyndal — ^in spite of every- 
body. Her hands lay on her lap, her head was 
bowed forward — the old stiff uprightness could not 
be maintained now. 

'It's time I was gone, Thomas. The silver 
cord's loosed, and the golden bowl's broken. A 
few more weary days and nights, and you'll put 
me in the grave.' 

In his sense of truth, in the strong opinion he 
held against attempting to deceive the dying with 

VOL. ni. D 
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false hopes, Thomas Kige did not attempt to refute 
her words. He sat near her, having called in, as 
was his custom, on coming home from the Temple. 

*I should like to lie by your mother. We 
lived side by side in life ; why not repose together 
in death ? Mind about that, Thomas — but it is in 
the directions I've written. She was young enough 
to be my daughter, and she was called away years 
before me. Only a little while to wait now.' 

The fire played on the fresh colours of the 
hearth-rug. Mrs. Garston liked bright things yet. 
Its flame flickered on the face that would never 
more be winsome. 

^ It seems a dark road at starting, Thomas — 
this setting out for the journey of the Valley of 
the Shadow of Death. Once the gate's passed 
through, it will be light eternal. A many have 
gone through it before me ; a many have got to 
come after.' 

Something in the words struck oddly on Tho- 
mas Kage's heart. . He bent forward, speaking in 
a whisper. 

' You do not fear the passage ?' 

' Me ! Fear it ? I hope not, child. God help 
my ingratitude if I did ! — He'd have given me my 
patriarch's years in vain. I am setting out for 
the golden city, Thomas ; and I don't care how 
soon I'm there.' 
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She held up one of her hands. He drew his 
chair nearer, and sat clasping it. 

* You've been like a son to me, Thomas. You 
were better than a son to your mother ; and, mind, 
God*8 blessing will go with you always. I'm sure 
of that. You are another that need not fear the 
summons to the Valley ; no, not though it came 
to you to-night.' 

Mr. Kage grew slightly uneasy. She had 
never talked in this way before. He thought 
there must be some hidden and perhaps uncon- 
scious cause for it — that the summons she spoke 
of might be already overshadowing the spirit. 

A pause ensued — ^rather a long one ; her eyes 
were turned to the fire in thought. When she 
began to speak again, it was of other things. 

' I'd like you to move into this house, Thomas, 
remember. You can let your own.' 

' This house ! It would be too large for me.' 

^Not it. When a man marries, and gets a 
family about him, he wants plenty of room. Don't 
you forget that I wish you to come to it. You'd 
hardly bring Millicent Canterbury home to the 
next door if you could bring her here. She'd go 
with you to a hovel, that's my opinion ; but she 
may like elbow-room for all that, when there's no 
reason why she shouldn't have it.' 

Not a word said Thomas Kage in refutation. 
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That Millicent Canterbury would be his wife some 
time — certainly his wife if he married at all — ^he 
had grown to think very probable. While his 
prospects were unassured he would not marry, in 
spite of Mrs. Garston's sharp orders to do so ; but 
he was getting on well now. 

' You'll walk up together once in a way on a 
summer's evening, you and your wife, Thomas, 
to take a look at my grave. So will Charlotte. 
Mind you keep it in good order ; but I know you 
will, because you so keep your mother's. — ^What's 
the news ?' 

The transition was sudden. Thomas Kage, 
smiling slightly, said he knew of none in par- 
ticular. 

' Heard anything about Barby Dawkes ?' 

' No. Is there any to hear ?' 

* That's what I asked you,' said Mrs. Garston, 
with a touch of her old retort. * I fancied there 
might be; that's all. Barby's in a mess again, 
Thomas ; a deep one, too.' 

Mr. Kage thought this more than probable; 
indeed he as good as knew it. It was but the day 
after the one spoken of in the last chapter, when 
he had been at the reception in the Major's house. 

* Eeziah called this afternoon. They told her 
I was in bed, not well enough to see any one, and 
asleep too. She said she must see me^ and waited. 
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So when my tea came in, she came with it, for I 
had but then awoke. What do you think she 
wanted, Thomas ?' 

Money, he supposed, but did not say so. He 
slightly shook his head. 

* She had got a face, Thomas ; but Keziah 
always had when it was to serve Barby. You'd 
not believe it unless I told you with my own 
tongue — she wanted me to alter my will in Bar- 
by's favour ! Something's up with him, Thomas : 
as true as we are here, something's up. What 
he has been getting into now, she wouldn't say ; 
I asked her : but it's something bad. She prayed 
for money for him by gift or by will, as if she 
was praying for her life ; and her voice and hands 
shook like leaves in the wind.' 

'I conclude he must be in debt again,' ob- 
served Thomas Kage. 

' Debt of course ; and pretty deep. It's not a 
little thing would move Keziah. I did feel a bit 
sorry for her.' 

' Major Dawkes should fight his own battles ; 
not trouble his sister.' 

'Major Dawkes knows he'd not dare to put 
his foot inside my door with any such petition,' 
sharply returned the old lady. 'I've kept him 
at my stick's length, I can tell you, since that 
matter of little Belle Annesley. She's better oflf 
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in heaven, poor child, than she'd have been with 
him.' 

She sat silent a minute, thinking perhaps of 
the past, and the girl's blighted life. Mr. Kage 
did not interrupt. He would have preferred to 
hear no more of Major Dawkes and Keziah's 
petitions. Mrs. Garston began to nod her 
head. 

'Yes, she had a face — to come asking for 
money for Barby. He has got the fingering of 
an income half-a-dozen times as heavy as mine ; 
and hasn't made it do, it seems! "What did I 
say to you, Keziah ?" I asked her — " that if Barby 
had one hundred thousand a-year, he'd want two." 
And so he would, Thomas. " He is in great need, 
aunt Garston," cried Keziah — and upon my word, 
her lips seemed to be turning blue as she said it 
— " he may have to fly the country if he does not 
get it !" " And the sooner he flies it, the better 
for them that remain, Keziah," I answered ; " if 
Barby had been sent out of it years ago at the 
Queen's cost, he'd only have got what he de- 
served." And so he would, Thomas. "Would 
you save him from such a fate as that now, aunt 
Garston ?" says she to me. "No, I would not," 
I told her. And so she got my answer, and went 
away — it's not above an hour ago. But, Thomas, 
you take my word for it — that bad man is in for 
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it, shoulder deep. To help him would be a great 
mistake, next door to a sin ; he goes through the 
world scattering ill both sides his path ; and if he 
gets stopped, so much the better.' 

What she said was true enough. Money would 
never help Barnaby Dawkes — never do him any 
real good. The more he got, the more he would 
need to get. 

Wishing Mrs. Garston good -night, Thomas 
Kage proceeded to his home, hungry enough; 
for he had not yet dined, and it was later than 
usual. He had for some time thought that the 
staying in his house (as Mrs. Garston in a sense 
compelled him to do) was all for the best ; he was 
making an ample living now, and his name stood 
high in his calling before the world. 

Opening the house-door with a latch-key, he 
was about to enter the dining-room, when a maid- 
servant ran up. 

*A lady is there waiting for you, sir. She 
says she wants to see you on particular business.' 

' Who is it r he asked. 

' I don't know, sir. She has been here above 
an hour. We showed her in there, as there was 
no fire in the drawing-room : and so the cloth's 
not laid.' 

When a man, starving for his dinner, is told 
the cloth's not laid, it is by no means agreeable 
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news. Thomas Kage made the best of it, as he 
was wont to do of most other ills in life. But 
he did wonder what lady could be wanting him. 
Seated before the fire, her back to the door, he 
saw some one in a gray-plaid shawl. She got 
up as he entered, and turned her head. Keziah 
Dawkes ! 

Gray though her shawl might be, it did not 
equal the gray hardness of her face : but that had 
grown habitual. Mr. Kage closed the door, and 
sat down near her, the recent rem6,rk of Mrs. 
Garston's passing through his mind — that Ke- 
ziah's voice and hands trembled and her lips 
turned blue when pleading for Barby. Her voice 
was not trembling now, as she apologised for 
taking his house by storm to wait for him. He 
said a few courteous words, and then left her to 
tell her business. 

' I have come to request a great favour of you,' 
she began. ' I know how vast is the liberty I am 
taking in meddling with what you may deem can- 
not concern me ; but interests are at stake which 
— ^which — ' 

Keziah broke down. Not from emotion : she 
was not one likely to be superfluously agitated, 
even for Barby; but because she doubted what 
she could say to justify her plea, and yet not say 
too much. It had to be done ; those calm, honest, 
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steady eyes were patiently fixed on her. She went 
on a Kttle more quickly. 

'You are the sole trustee to Mrs. Dawkes's 
little son, I believe, Mr. Kage.' 

* The trustee to his property ? Yes.' 

* It is accumulating largely, they say.' 

* Of course. With so large a fortune it could 
not be otherwise.' 

' I want you to lend a very, very infinitesimal 
portion of those savings to the child's stepfather,' 
continued Eeziah. 

' To Major Dawkes ?' 

' Yes.' 

' I am truly sorry you should have come here 
to prefer any such request to me. Miss Dawkes. 
It is not in my power to grant it.' 

' In your power it is, Mr. Eage ; in your will 
it may not be.' 

* Indeed you are in error. It is not in my 
power to touch a fraction of Thomas Canterbury's 
money, to lend to Major Dawkes or to any other 
person. If I did so, I should be false to my 
trust.' 

'Not false really; only in your own estima- 
tion.' 

'False really; I think you must see that, 
Miss Dawkes. But, put it as you suggest, I like 
to stand well with my conscience,' he added. 
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smiling, wishing to pass the matter off as lightly 
as he could. 

' I have come to beg, pray, entreat of you to 
do this,' rejoined Keziah with deep earnestness, as 
if the smile offended her. ' I have come to tvrestle 
with you for it, Mr. Eage, if need be.' 

She half rose from her chair as she spoke. 
Mr. Kage got up and put his elbow on the man- 
telpiece. He foresaw the interview might possibly 
turn out more painful than pleasant. 

' To wrestle with you, as Jacob wrestled with 
the angel on the plains of Peniel,' she continued, 
her voice falling, her cold gray eyes searching his. 
* To say to you as he said, I will not let you go 
unless you bless me.' 

' Were it a thing I could do, Miss Dawkes, I 
should not need this persuasion. Being what it 
is, no entreaty or persuasion can move me.' 

The voice was all too quietly firm. Keziah's 
heart began to fail within her. 

' I never thought you a hard man.' 

' I do not think I am one. This is not a ques- 
tion of hardness, but of right and wrong.' 

' To grant the request would cost you nothing.' 

' The cost to me we will put out of sight, please. 
Miss Dawkes, as a superfluous consideration. The 
request is — pardon me — one that you have no right 
to make, or I to suffer. See you not,' he added. 
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bending his head a little in the force of argument, 
' that if I were capable of lending (say) one hundred 
pounds of this money lying in my charge, I might, 
in point of principle, as well lend the whole ? If 
I could bring myself to touch any of it, what is 
there to prevent my taking it all ?' 

Of course Keziah saw it ; she was a strong- 
minded woman of sense and discernment. But 
Barby's position made her feel desperate, ob- 
scuring right and wrong. 

' The position I stand in, as sole trustee to so 
large a property, is a very onerous one,' he pur- 
sued. * When I found I was appointed to it by 
Mr. Canterbury's will, the responsibility that 
would lie on me struck me at once, and I hesi- 
tated, for that and other reasons, whether to 
accept it. Eventually I did so ; but I was quite 
sure of myself, Miss Dawkes. Had I not been, 
the world would never have found me acting.' 

Keziah sat forward in the chair, her head 
resting on her hand. Mr. Kage, still standing, 
faced her. He seemed firmer than that celebrated 
mansion pertaining to the boy's property — the 
Bock. 

' It is so trifling a sum that I ask you the 
loan of! Only three or four thousand pounds.' 

' The amount, more or less — as you must per- 
ceive — has nothing to do with it.' 
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' Do you think that Major Dawkes would not 
pay you back T 

* I think Major Dawkes neither would nor 
could/ fearlessly replied Mr. Kage. ' But — pardon 
me for repeating it — the question does not lie 
there.' 

* Can you suppose that you are fulfilling your 
duty to the child, when you thus refuse this poor 
little meed of aid to one who stands to him as a 
father?' flashed Keziah, temper getting for a mo- 
ment into the ascendant. 

*My duty to the child, my duty to his dead 
father, lies in refusing it,' said Mr. Kage quietly. 
* But that Mr. Canterbury felt perfectly secure in 
my faithfulness, he surely would not have placed 
in my sole hands this great amount of power.' 

Argument seemed useless, and Keziah sighed 
heavily. Her face began to take a hopeless look, 
and Thomas Kage felt for her. But he would 
have given up his life rather than his pro- 
bity. 

' When Major Dawkes applied to me upon this 
subject — which fact, I presume, is known to you, 
by your coming yourself — I stopped him at the 
onset. Miss Dawkes. I told him that the matter 
was one that did not admit of argument ; neither 
would I permit any.' 

Keziah did not take the hint. Tenacious by 



AN OLD WARNING BEGALLED. 45 

nature in all that concerned Barnaby, she was 
persistently so now. 

' Put yourself in my brother's place, Mr. Kage/ 
she pleadingly said, her tone taking a degree of 
softness. ' If you had some desperately press- 
ing need of temporary help, how would you 
feel if it were denied you — as you are denying 
me?' 

* I must really beg of you not to pursue this 
farther,' was his rejoinder. ' It gives you pain, 
and is utterly useless.' 

* Did you understand my hint ?' she asked, 
dropping her voice. 'He is in desperate need 
of it ; desperate / Nothing else would justify my 
persistency after your refusal. It is not common 
debt.' 

' I am sorry to hear it,' said Mr. Kage. * I 
suspected something of the kind.' 

* Will you not lend it him ?' 

' No. I regret you should make me repeat my 
refusal so often. There is no alternative.' 

Keziah began to, understand that there would 
be none. She lifted her face to his. 

* Could you lend him any of your own money, 
then ? I would be responsible as well as he for its 
return.' 

Mr. Kage smiled. 

' You would find me much less hard in regard 
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to my own, if I had any to lend. A struggling 
barrister does not put by money.' 

* For " struggling" say " rising." You are that 
now.' 

* But I have not been so long enough to grow 
rich,' he rejoined; involuntarily thinking that, if 
he were rich. Major Dawkes would be the last 
person to whom he would lend money. 

* Do you know any one who would ? any client, 
for example ? Bamaby would pay high interest.' 

' I do not, indeed. A solicitor would be the 
proper person to apply to — or a money-lender.' 

Keziah's private belief was, that Barnaby had 
exhausted those accommodating gentlemen. She 
sat on, never attempting to move, and at last be- 
gan to say a good word for Barnaby. 

' There is eveiy excuse to be made for my bro- 
ther ; you must acknowledge that, Mr. Kage.' 

* Excuse for what ?' 

' For running into debt. He has been placed 
in the midst of temptation. Married to a woman 
who has so large an income, what else could be 
expected of a man ?' 

Thomas Kage stared a little. 

* I should have considered it just the position 
that a man might find safety in, Miss Dawkes. 
Every luxury of life is provided for, without cost 
to himself.' 
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' You forget his personal expenses — gloves and 
that.' 

' Not at all. He reckons, I believe, to draw 
two thousand a-year from his wife's income for 
them. And there's his pay besides.' 

'Who told you that?' asked Keziah, quite 
sharply. 

* Mrs. Dawkes. I had occasion to consult her 
on a matter connected with the estate, and she 
incidentally mentioned that Major Dawkes drew 
two thousand a-year for his private pocket. 

Keziah bit her lip. 

* Well, what's two thousand a-year to a man 
of my brother's habits ? He has to do as others 
do.' 

' I question if Major Dawkes confines himself 
to the two thousand,' rejoined Mr. Kage signifi- 
cantly. ' Mrs. Canterbury married him without 
being secured, and her money lies at the bank in 
his name. As we are upon the point, Miss Dawkes, 
it is as well to be correct.' 

'You wish to make out that he draws just 
what he pleases of it !' she said resentfully. 

' I wish to make out nothing. I have not the 
smallest doubt but that he does do it.' 

Keziah stood at bay. She had risen to leave ; 
was she to go in her despair, resigning every hope ? 
Once more a piteous appeal for help went out to 
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Mr. Eage. And yet she knew it would l>e useless 
as she spoke it. At length she turned to go, Mr. 
Eage attending her. 

* The mystery to me is, how he can get rid of 
so much money/ he remarked on impulse, as he 
laid his hand on the lock of the door. 

*He gambles,' whispered Keziah, forgetting 
Bamaby's interests for once in her bitter abandon- 
ment. 

* Gambles. Ay, there it is.' 

But Thomas Eage had no doubt known as 
much before. He closed the street-door on his 
guest, and Eeziah went into the bleak night, won- 
dering what now could be done for her brother. 

Thomas Eage returned to his room, and while 
standing over the fire until they should bring his 
dinner, recalled a certain warning in regard to the 
boy's money that Mrs. Garston had given him 
years before. He had thought it superfluous then. 

*Take you care of it, or Barby will be too 
many for you. He'd wring the heart out of a live 
man if it were made of gold.' 



CHAPTEE IV. 

VERY UNSATISFACTORY, 

Something like a week went by, and then Mrs. 
Garston's house was closed. The hale old lady 
had gone to her rest. 

Down came Mr. Jessup, her solicitor ; the same 
man of law who acted (but not always) for Bar- 
naby Dawkes. Major Dawkes was sometimes in- 
volved in odds and ends of affairs that he would 
not have taken to him, a respectable practitioner. 
Before her death, Mrs. Garston had said to those 
about her, * When anything happens to me, send 
for Jessup, and let him look in my desk for in- 
structions.' 

Keziah Dawkes was with her when she died. 
Whether in any hope that a second appeal might 
be of use to Barnaby, whether in solicitude for the 
old lady's precarious state, Keziah presented her- 
self at the house one morning, and found her aunt 
dying — all but gone. Keziah was very angry that 
she had not been summoned ; but Mrs. Garston's 
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maid — who had grown old in her service — said 
her mistress had forbidden her to send to either 
her or the Major. Mr. Kage had taken his leave 
of her the previous night ; when he called in that 
morning, she was already insensible. Keziah lis- 
tened, and could but resign herself to fate. 

In less than an hour all was over. Keziah, 
taking off her bonnet, remained. She felt to be 
more mistress in the house than she had ever been 
before ; she went peering about surreptitiously in 
various places, thinking she would give the whole 
world to know how things were left. A faint fool- 
ish hope had been growing up in her heart — ^that 
perhaps, after all, her aunt had relented in fa- 
vour of Barby. 

Mr. J^ssup searched for the paper of instruc- 
tions. They were found to have reference chiefly 
to her funeral. Keziah looked over his shoulder. 
Mrs. Garston directed that she should be buried 
by the side of Lady Kage, and that Thomas Kage 
should follow her as chief mourner. 

He the chief mourner! — a pang of dread shot 
through Keziah's heart. Could this be an inti- 
mation that she had made that man her heir ? 
Barby had said it would be so. 

And yet, one slight circumstance gave Keziah 
some little courage : she gathered from the ser- 
vants that Mr. Jessup had been summoned to a 
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conference on the Friday in the past week. Count- 
ing hack the days, Keziah found this must have 
been the one following that pleading visit of hers 
for Barby. A.buming hope sprang up again within 
her ; yes, Mrs. Garston might have relented. 

* Can you tell me whether my aunt has altered 
her will lately?' inquired Keziah ofMr. Jessup, 
who was putting a seal on an Indian cabinet, where 
Mrs. Garston's principal papers were kept. 

The lawyer turned and looked at the speaker, 
as if questioning her right to ask. 

'You think the inquiry an indiscreet one, I 
see, Mr. Jessup. In truth, it is almost needless, 
considering that the will must be so soon made 
public. But as Mrs. Garston sent for you last 
week, I thought, perhaps, she might have wanted 
some alteration made in her will. The summons 
was a peremptory one, I believe.' 

' That's just what she did want. Miss Dawkes.* 

* Did it concern my brother ?' q^uickly cried 
Keziah, holding her breath. 

* I cannot say but what it did,' was the law- 
yer's answer. ' That is all I can tell you now. 
Miss Dawkes,' he added, interrupting her as she 
was about to speak. * For particulars on that and 
other points you must be content to wait for the 
will itself.' 

Well, Keziah could do that ; there were some 
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grains of hope to live upon. Very anxiously did 
she search the lawyer's countenance, if by good 
luck she might gather from it courage or disap- 
pointment ; but it gave out neither. A wax face 
in a barber's shop could not be more expression- 
less than his. 

Tying on her bonnet with eager fingers, puU- 
ing her gray-plaid shawl around her, she made her 
way to the street-door, and met Thomas Eage in 
the garden. A few words passed between them 
concerning the old friend gone, and then Eeziah 
put a home question. 

* Do you know how things are left, Mr. Kage ?* 
'No.' 

' Jessup is in there sealing up the places,' con- 
tinued Eeziah, looking hard at Thomas Eage, al- 
most as though she doubted his denial. 'I find 
that my aunt altered her will last week, and that 
the alteration concerned Bamaby.' 

* Indeed !' was all he answered. 

* Of course, after our recent interview, you can- 
not but know that this is of the very utmost mo- 
ment to me, Mr. Eage, for my brother's sake,' she 
resumed. ' To him it is almost a matter of life 
or death. If you do know how Aunt Garston's 
will is left, it cannot hurt you to tell me.' 

'But I do not,' he replied. *I assure you. 
Miss Dawkes, that I know nothing whatever about 
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the will — absolutely nothing. She never told me 
how her affairs were settled ; never has given me 
so much as a hint of it.' 

Keziah saw that he was speaking truth, and 
continued her way, leaving him to enter. Bar- 
naby Dawkes's communication to her that night 
at her house — the few whispered words as he was 
leaving — had nearly scared her senses away. Un- 
less help came to him — Keziah shivered as she 
strove to put away the thought of what might 
follow after. Her great anxiety to ascertain whe- 
ther he was left well oflf was this, that Barnaby 
might be able to quiet unpleasant creditors at once 
with the news. 

*Barby, she's gone!' exclaimed Eeziah, burst- 
ing in upon him as he sat in his study looking 
over some letters, a cigar in his mouth. 

* Who's gone T returned the Major, thinking of 
any one at the moment rather than Mrs. Garston. 

* The poor old deaf creature. She died about 
an hour ago.' 

Major Dawkes got up and stood with his back 
to the fire, into which he threw the cigar. Keziah 
thought he looked startled. 

* Dead, is she ? Rather sudden !' 

* No, they say not. It's a shame I was not se nt 
for.' 

* You see now there was not so much time to 
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lose,' remarked the Major. 'You might as well 
have done as I asked yon, Keziah.' 

* I did do it, Barby dear. I went to her the 
day afterwards. She'd not give me the slightest 
hope ; was just as rudely abusive of you as ever. 
So then I went to Mr. Kage.' 

The Major lifted his eyes. ' What for ?' 

* To get biTTi to lend you a small mite of the 
trust money ; or rather to try to get him. It was 
of no use ; he was as hard as adamant.' 

' I could have told you it would be no use going 
to him,' was the rough answer ; ' and I'm sorry you 
went.' 

* Well, I did it for the best,' she said, thinking 
how thankless he was — ready to swear at her rather 
than be grateful. 

Major Dawkes gave the fire a stamp with his 
heel. A habit of his. 

'Old Jessup is at the place sealing up the 
things,' continued Keziah. * He had to come and 
open the instructions for the funeral. Thomas 
Kage is to be the chief mourner. If ' 

* And the chief heir too, I expect,' explosively 
interrupted the Major. * A sly, sneaking, greedy 
hound !' 

* He's not that, Barby. If she has left him her 
heir, depend upon it, it is without any connivance 
of his. But I think there's a chance for you.' 
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* It's to be hoped there is.' 

She told him what she had learnt, about the 
lawyer's being summoned to make some alteration 
in the will, and his acknowledgment that it con- 
cerned Major Dawkes. The Major shouted at the 
news. He looked upon it as a certainty in that 
sanguine moment, and his spirits went up to fever 
heat. 

The funeral was over. The fine spring day 
was drawing to a close as the carriages came back 
again. Thomas Kage, according to appointment, 
was the chief mourner ; just as he had been many 
years before at another grave lying close beside. 

The mourners assembled in the drawing-room. 
Keziah Dawkes, the only lady present, looking very 
grim in her black robes; Mr. Kage; Richard Dunn; 
Major Dawkes ; Charlotte Lowther's husband ; Mr. 
Lynn-Garston, a wealthy country squire, whose 
brother, Harry Lynn-Garston, was to have married 
Olive Canterbury; and the lawyer. The will, ex- 
citing so much hope and fear in Keziah's breast, 
was at last about to be made public. 

Mr. Jessup unfolded it before them. Within 
it was a sealed paper, which, according to the de- 
ceased's directions, was to be read before the will. 
It was written in Mrs. Garston's own stiflf hand. 
Mr. Jessup explained that Mrs. Garston had 
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handed him this paper sealed up, giving him no 
intimation of what the contents might be — only 
directions to put it with her will, and read it first. 
The lawyer looked at it with evident interest. BKs 
audience listened eagerly. It turned out to be a 
kind of will, or transcript of her will, interspersed 
with various remarks, and curiously worded. 

* Whereas' (it began, after a few introductory 
sentences) * Thomas Kage refuses obstinately to 
be my heir, as I wished and intended to make 
him, I dispose of my property amidst others, and 
I do it unwillingly. 

* To Richard Dunn five thousand pounds. He 
is an honest man, and has been my good friend. 

*To Charlotte Lowther, the step-daughter of 
my late dear friend Lady Kage, five thousand 
pounds. 

' To Dr. Tyndal five hundred pounds. 

* To Mr. Jessup, my lawyer, five hundred 
pounds. 

' Legacies to all my servants — as my will spe- 
cifies. They have been faithful. 

* To Olive Canterbury my case of diamonds, in 
remembrance of Harry Lynn-Garston. There are 
few young women I respect as I do Olive Canter- 
bury. 

* To Millicent Canterbury my set of pearls, and 
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the emerald ring that I am in the hahit of wearing 
on my little finger. 

' To Lydia Dunn a plain Bible and Prayer-book, 
which my executors will purchase — ^hoping she will 
read and profit by them. 

' To Keziah Dawkes an annuity of one hundred 
pounds for her life. Also a present sum in ready- 
money of two hundred and fifty pounds ; to be paid 
to her within twenty-one days of my death, free of 
legacy duty. Also my set of corals and the two 
rings lying in the same case. Also four of my 
best gowns (she is to choose them) and the black- 
velvet mantle, and the lace that is contained in the 
top drawer of the ebony miniature set of drawers 
in the blue bedroom. Keziah Dawkes would have 
got three hundred a-year instead of one, but for 
the way in which she has joined Barby to deceive 
me through a course of years. 

' To Thomas Charles Carr Kage I leave these 
two houses — this and the one he lives in. He has 
been as a son to me these many years, and I 
thought to make him heir to the greater portion 
of my money. He refuses absolutely — having had 
enough of unjust wills, he says, in old Canterbury's 
— ^but I know that he would have used the money 
well. If he refuses these houses, I direct that 
they shall be razed to the ground. It is my 
earnest desire that he should not refuse; and I 
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cannot think be will so far disregard my last 
wishes as to do so. 

* To various charities, as specified in my will, 
I leave five thousand pounds. 

' Bamaby Dawkes. I declare in this my last 
testament, that it never was in my thoughts to 
make Barby Dawkes my heir. Had he shown 
himself worthy of it, I would have left him amply 
well oflf ; but my heir he never would have been. 
As he is unworthy, he will not find himself much 
the better for me. I bequeath to him an annuity 
of two hundred and eight pounds ; and I further 
bequeath to him a present sum of five hundred 
pounds, free of duty, to be paid to him within 
twenty-one days of my death. 

* The rest of my property I leave to Arthur 
Lynn-Garston, and make him my residuary lega- ^ 
tee. And I appoint Bichard Dunn and himseK 
my executors. 

' Margaret Garston.' 

Arthur Lynn-Garston looked up in mute as- 
tonishment. He had not expected to be remem- 
bered at all : certainly not to this large amount. 
But this was not the true will. Very rapidly the 
lawyer was proceeding to read that, as if desirous 
not to give time for comment. 

It proved, so far as the bequests went, a coun- 
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terpart of the paper. And Barnaby Dawkes's legacy 
of two hundred and eight pounds a-year was to be 
paid to him by weekly instalments. 

* That's all/ said the lawyer, folding it up. 

Keziah's pale lips were trembling. She ap- 
preached him with an angry tone. 

' You told me Mrs. Garston made some altera- 
tion in my brother's favour only a week before she 
died. Where is it ?' 

' I did not say whether it was in his favour or 
against him, Miss Dawkes : only that it concerned 
him/ replied Mr. Jessup in a low tone. 'The 
alteration Mrs. Garston desired me to make was 
this — that Major Dawkes's annuity of two hundred 
pounds should be increased to two hundred and 
eight ; and be paid to him weekly. She remarked 
that Mrs. Dawkes would not live for ever, and he 
might come to want bread-and-cheese.' 

What could Eeziah answer? Nothing. But 
her face took an ashy turn in the shaded room's 
twiKght. 



CHAPTER V. 

MBS. DAWKES AT HOME. 

The clocks were chiming the quarter before mid- 
night, as a gentleman splashed through the mud 
and wet of the London streets, on his way to a 
private West-end gambling-house. It was the 
barrister, Thomas Kage. He was not given to 
frequent such places on his own account, but he 
was in urgent search of one who was — a man he 
had once called friend, and who had brought him- 
self into danger. Not a cab was to be had, and 
his umbrella was useless ; glad enough was he to 
turn into the dark passage that led to the house's 
entrance, and shake the wet from his clothes. 
Dark, cold, and gloomy as it was here, inside 
would no doubt be all light and warmth, and he 
was about to give the signal which would admit 
him, when the door was cautiously opened and 
two gentlemen came forth. 

One of them — he was in her Majesty's regi- 
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mentals — ^wore a scowling aspect. It was Major 
Dawkes; earlier in the evening he had been to 
an official dinner, which accounted for his dress. 
More and more addicted had he become to that 
bad vice, gambling ; the worst vice, save one, that 
man can take to himself; and this night he had 
lost fearfully. To lose money now was, in the 
Major's case, simply madness ; but the fatal spell 
was upon him, and he could not shake it off. 
Not caring to be seen, Mr. Eage drew into a dark 
comer. At the same moment from the opposite 
comer stepped some one who must have been 
waiting there. 

* Major,' said this latter gentleman, ' I must 
speak to you.** 

* What the — ^mischief — brings you here T de- 
manded Major Dawkes with a hard word. 

' I have waited for you two mortal hours. I 
was just in time to see you enter ; and got threat- 
ened by the doorkeepers for insisting upon going 
in after you. I had not the password. Can I 
speak a word with you. Major T 

* No, you can't,' was the defiant answer of the 
Major. But that he had taken rather more wine 
than was good for him, he might have been civil 
for prudence' sake. * I'll hear nothing. Go and 
talk to Jessup.' 

* Major Dawkes, this will not do. You know 
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perfectly well that Jessnp won't have anything 
to do with the affair ; 'twould soil his hands he 
says.' 

' You know where I live/ stamped the Major. 
' Come there, if you want to see me. Pretty be- 
haviour this is, to waylay an officer and a gentle- 
man.' 

' Excuse me. Major, but if you play at hide- 
and-seek — ' 

* ffide-and-seek !' interrupted Major Dawkes. 
' What do you mean, sir ?' 

' It looks like it,' returned the other with a 
significant cough. ' You can never be seen at 
your house, and you will not answer our letters. 
It has not been for pleasure that I have waited 
here, like a lackey, this miserable night; we might 
have sent a clerk, but I came myself, out of re- 
gard to your feelings. If I cannot speak with 
you, I will give you into custody; and you know 
the consequences of that.' 

Though not quite himself, the Major did know 
the consequences. Drawing aside into the dark 
comer that the lawyer — as he evidently was — had 
come out of, a few whispered words passed be- 
tween them. 

' To-morrow, then, at twelve, at our office,' 
concluded the lawyer. * And you will do well to 
keep the appointment. Major, this time,' he sig- 
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nificantly added. ' If you do not, we wiU not wait 
another hour.' 

The speaker turned out of the passage into 
the pool at its entrance, and then waded through 
other pools down the street. Major Dawkes and 
his friend stood watching him. The Major's cab 
waited, but his man, probably not expecting him 
so soon, was in the public-house round the corner. 
Somebody else's man flew to fetch him. 

* Horrid wretches these creditors are !' cried 
the Major's friend in warm sympathy. *But it 
is the most incomprehensible thing in the world, 
Dawkes, that you should suffer yourself to be 
bothered in this way. Of course it is no secret 
that you are up to your eyes in embarrassment; 
there's not a fellow in the regiment owes half 
what you do for play, let alone other debts. Why 
don't you pay up, and get clear ?' 

* Where's the money to do it?' retorted 'the 
Major. * I don't possess a mine of gold.' 

* But your wife does. She has thousands and 
thousands and thousands a-year. Where does it 
all go to ?' 

* Nonsense ! My wife's income is not half so 
much,' peevishly said Major Dawkes, possibly 
oblivious that no particular sum had been speci- 
fied. * It might be, if her child died.' 

* Ah, yes, I forgot ; the best part of the ingots 
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are settled on little Canterbury. Can't you touch 
a few of his thousands T 

' No ; or I should not have waited until now 
to do it. His thousands are tied up to accumu- 
late. His will be a lordly fortune by the time 
he is of age.' 

' But with so much money in the family- 
your own son's, as may be said — surely there are 
ways of getting at it. You might have the use 
of some to clear you, and pay it back at your 
leisure.' 

' So I would, if it were not for the boy's trus- 
tee,' returned the Major. * He's as tight a hand 
as yon conld find. The point was put to him 
some weeks ago ; I broached it myself, not taking 
Mrs. Dawkes into my counsels; and Kage cut 
me short with a haughty denial. He's a regular 
curmudgeon.' 

Little thought the Major that the * curmudgeon' 
was in the dark passage behind him and his con- 
fidential friend. To play the eavesdropper was 
particularly objectionable to Thomas Kage, but 
he would very decidedly have objected to show 
himself just now. 

' But if things are like this, Dawkes, how on 
earth can you expect to get clear ?' demanded his 
friend. 

The Major did not answer. He bared his 
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brow for a moment to the damp air : a whole 
world of care seemed to be seated there. 

* Pull up while there's time, Dawkes/ was the 
prudent advice next oflfered. ' How can you go 
on, plunging farther into the mud, at the rate 
you do ? To-night you must have lost — ' 

' It is in my nature to spend, and spend I 
must, let who will sufifer,' fearlessly interrupted 
the Major. 

* Well,' said the other candidly, ' it does seem 
hard that a sickly child should be keeping you out 
of this immense wealth.' 

So hard did it seem, that Major Dawkes gave 
a curse to it in his heart; and another curse, 
spoken, to his servant, who now dashed up. He 
entered his cab, and giving his friend a lift, was 
driven away, while Mr. Kage was admitted to the 
hidden mysteries of the house. But with his busi- 
ness there we have nothing to do. 

Several weeks had gone on since Mrs. Gar- 
ston's death, when we last saw Major Dawkes. 
How he had gone on was a dififerent aflfair alto- 
gether, and not so easy to discern. At that time 
he had thought it an impossibility that many days 
could pass over his head without the mine, he al- 
ways trod on, exploding ; and yet they had : the 
flame had only been smouldering until now. But 
things were growing more ominous hour by hour ; 
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and perhaps the Major continued to enter into un- 
desirable expenses as much to drown care as from 
infatuation. 

Mrs. Dawkes had been ill — seriously so. A 
return of the dhest attack she had early in the 
spring came on ; the result of late hours and her 
own imprudence, as the doctors told her. She 
was not strong naturally, and she was doing what 
she could, in the shape of turning night into day in 
her pursuit of gaiety, to bring her lack of strength 
conspicuously forth. For three weeks she had 

m 

been confined to her bed, but was getting better 
now. 

When Major Dawkes's cab deposited him at 
his house in Belgravia — ^returning now to the pre- 
sent night, making itself so agreeable with rain 
— he ascended at once to his bedroom; one he 
had been occupying temporarily since his wife's 
illness. It was on the floor above hers, and im- 
mediately opposite the day-nursery of little Tom 
Canterbury. Putting ofif his regimentals and 
other things as quickly as he could, the Major 
got into bed. But not to sleep : anxiety pre- 
vented that. He had taken nothing since leaving 
the gambling -house, and his brain was getting 
somewhat clearer. It is at these moments that 
any trouble that a man may have shows itself with 
redoubled force. Time had been when Major 
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Dawkes sent away trouble with what he had an 
hour before bestowed upon his servant — a curse. 
He was of a selfish, reckless nature, and would 
not let things worry him. Ah, but then his worst 
trouble had been debt; now it was something else, 
and he had dwelt on it until it had made him 
painfully nervous. His position was looking fear- 
fully black, and the Major did not see how to im- 
prove it. 

In saying he was by nature a spendthrift, Bar- 
naby Dawkes spoke only partial truth ; it would 
have been more correct had he said by habit. To 
launch out into sinful expenses was only custom- 
ary with him ; but these expenses had at length 
brought their consequences behind them. Very 
unhappy was it for Barby Dawkes that the conse- 
quences did not consist of debt alone. 

At the turn of the past Christmas, Major 
Dawkes, to get himself out of some frightful pit 
of embarrassment, obtained money upon a bill,, 
which — ^which — had something pecuUar about it, 
to speak cautiously; and which, later, perhaps 
nobody would be found to own. So easy a way 
did it seem to Major Dawkes of relieving himself 
of a load of temporary care, that he tried the pro- 
cess again, and once or so again. This was the 
secret breathed to Keziah that night when the 
Major visited her. This was the secret that Jes- 
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sup, the lawyer, got access to. The Major used 
superhuman efforts, and patched up matters for 
a time, and so averted an explosion. But the 
secret had now been discovered by two or three 
most undesirable people who were interested, and 
public exposure was looming ominously near. 

A firm had innocently discounted one of these 
bills — solicitors in sharp practice. One of the 
partners it was who had lain in wait for the Major 
in the dark passage. Perhaps they might be in- 
duced to hush the affair up for * a consideration,' 
in addition to all the money and expenses, other- 
wise they were threatening criminal proceedings ; 
ay, and as the miserable Major knew, they would 
inevitably keep their word. For the bill, you see, 
had got somebody's name to it, and that somebody 
had never written it, or heard of it. That was 
only one of the bills ; there were one or two more 
quite as doubtful. Other parties to whom the 
Major was under terrible obligations, legal, if not 
criminal, had become tired out, and were about to 
take very unpleasant steps. What with one thing 
and another, it seemed to the man that a fortune 
almost as great as Tom Canterbury's was needed 
to extricate him. 

It was a perilous position ; more than enough 
to disturb the Major's rest. He knew quite well 
that if all came out that might come out — and 
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there were matters besides the peculiar bills — , 
things must be over with him. His wife would 
quit him ; the army would drum him out of it ; 
society would scout him. 

* A nice state of affairs !' groaned the Major. 
* Something must be done. What a fool I have 
been !' 

Something ! But what ? The help he wanted 
was no slight sum ; and he saw but one hope — 
and that not a real hope ; only a possible one. A 
persistent mind, indeed, must be Major Dawkes's 
to cherish it still — though in fact he did not. 
cherish it, but only glanced to it in sanguine mo- 
ments ; for it was the old scheme of getting some 
of the child's money from Mr. Kage. Only a few 
thousands out of the boy's large fortune, he would 
say to himself — only a few thousands! The 
thought of this fortune, so close at hand, yet so 
inaccessible to him — for, if the child died, you re- 
member, the whole of it reverted to Mrs. Dawkes 
— ^had begun to be to the Major as a very night- 
mare : it haunted his dreams, it haunted his daily 
thoughts ; it was ever present to him, sleeping or 
waking. Like unto the gold-fever that fell on 
some of us years ago, and sent us out to Australia 
little better than eager madmen, so had a gold- 
fever attacked Major Dawkes. As the value of a 
thing coveted is enhanced to a fabulous height by 
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longing, and diminished by possession, so did this 
fortune of Kttle Tom Canterbury's wear, to his 
stepfather, an aspect of most delusive brightness. 
In its attainment appeared to lie the panacea for 
all ills ; the recompense for past and present 
troubles ; a charming, golden paradise. 

Major Dawkes had a particular dislike to 
children ; but in feigning a love for little Tom 
Canterbury before the marriage — to ingratiate 
himself with the child's mother — he had really 
acquired a liking for him. This in a degree wore 
off later ; and he was often severe with the child 
— a mild gentle little fellow whom any one might 
love — ^but on the whole he liked the boy. How- 
ever, since this hankering after his fortune had 
arisen, Major Dawkes had almost grown to hate 
him, looking on him as a deadly enemy who stood 
between him and light. 

In spite of his fast habits, few men living cared 
so much to stand well with the world as Barnaby 
Dawkes ; certainly none so dreaded to stand ill 
with it. There was one ugly word moving ever 
before his mental sight in fierce letters of flame 
— F-o-r-g-e-r-y. Eather than have such a word 
brought home to him, he would have died — and 
Major Dawkes was very fond of life. It was not 
the act itself he repented, but the chance of ex- 
posure. Safe from that, he would have done the 
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same thing to the end of time. Dropping asleep 
towards morning, he dreamt that he was in the 
midst of some surging sea, whose waves were per- 
petually going to overwhelm him. He wanted to 
turn his head and look behind, but the waves would 
not let him. He knew that some awful phantom 
was there in his pursuit, to overtake him unless 
he turned to confront it ; and yet he could not. 
A fresh and curious epoch must have arrived in 
Major Dawkes's life when it came to dreams. 

Eemembering his engagement for the morn- 
ing. Major Dawkes rose in time to keep it. That 
might no longer be ignored — as he knew too well. 
Swallowing his breakfast with what appetite he 
had, he took his departure. Of the two, Bamaby 
Dawkes would rather have gone to an hour's re- 
creation in the pillory than to the appointment in 
the house of this legal firm, with the brand of 
guilt and shame on his forehead. 

And yet, in one sense, the interview must be 
utterly superfluous. All the argument in the 
world would but have amounted to this — that the 
full indemnifying money must be produced, or the 
Major would be made a nine days' spectacle. He 
knew it himself, as he dashed there in his car- 
riage, driving his high-mettled horses. Humble 
pedestrians, glancing admiringly up from the 
pavement, thought what a great man the Jehu 
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must be, and how silky was his fine black mous- 
tache ; but they could not read his heart, or see 
the cankering care eating it away. The carriage 
drew up in Lincohi's-inn, and the Major went in 
to purgatory. The consultation was a pretty long 
one ; the lawyers were uncompromising, and the 
client was almost helpless; but he argued and 
denied and equivocated ; and then they rang a bell, 
and desired a clerk to hold himself in readiness 
to perform a certain mission at Scotland -yard. 
The Major was brought metaphorically to his 
knees, and he came forth at length with a knitted 
brow. 

* Where the devil am I to get it?' was the 
puzzling question put to himself, and spoken un- 
consciously aloud as he ascended to his carriage. 
Again and again he saw but one solitary opening 
—the appealing to Mr. Kage. Look where he 
would, around the whole wide world, he saw no 
other. 

He drove straight home, regardless of a pelt- 
ing shower that was coming down upon him, and 
found a bevy of visitors in the drawing-room. 
Mrs. Dawkes, lovely still, but pale from her re- 
cent illness, sat in their midst, her attire — mauve 
colour — charming as usual; a lame apology for 
mourning, worn for Mrs. Garston. Talking with 
one, laughing with another, exacting admiration 
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from all : an adept was she in the wiles and the 
petty nothings of frivolous existence. The Major 
saw no chance of private conversation with her 
then, and shut the door with a suppressed growl, 
not caring whether he had been perceived by the 
guests or not. 

When these idlers were gone and the sun was 
shining again, Mrs. Dawkes called for her boy. 
He had been sitting on the stairs, patient, loving 
child, hoping for the summons. Indulged though 
he was by his mother, never was there a more 
obedient, modest, good little son than he, never 
presuming upon her affection. He wore the 
Scotch dress, and his fair curls floated on his 
neck: nearly seven years old now, he scarcely 
looked his age. Mrs. Dawkes once said to Mr. 
Kage that the child had a strange afSnity for her ; 
if she drooped, he drooped. Certain it was that, 
during this recent illness of hers, the boy had 
seemed pale, languid, anything but well. Ex- 
ceedingly delicate he looked to-day, as she took 
him on her knees. 

* Did you eat a good dinner, Tom ?' 
' yes, mamma.' 

* What did you have ?' 

*Some fowl and some custard-pudding and 
some jam. I've been reading my fairy-tales since. 
Judith's mending my puzzle.' 
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' Is she getting ready to take you out, Tom ? 
It's time.' 

' I told her I'd not go,' said Tom. * I'd rather 
stay with you, mamma. When will you come 
out with me again ?' 

* When this showery weather is over,' replied 
Mrs. Dawkes, who had not been allowed to go out 
of doors since her illness. * But, Tom — ' 

What she had been about to say was arrested 
by the appearance of Major Dawkes. Putting his 
head in to reconnoitre, and seeing the room now 
clear of visitors, he came forward. 

' Caroline,' said he, * send Tom away. I want 
to speak with you.' 

* Is it something you cannot say before him ?' 
she asked ; for there was no longer much cordial 
feeling in her heart for her husband, though they 
maintained a show of civility. 

'Are you so infatuated with that child that 
you cannot bear him out of your sight ?' angrily 
demanded the Major, who was in a most wretched 
mood, and particularly bitter against the child. 

Mrs. Dawkes was surprised : his ebullitions of 
temper had usually been restrained in her pre- 
sence. She did not condescend to retort. 

* Go to that table, Thomas, and amuse yourself 
with the large picture-book,' she said, pointing to 
the far end of the room, where he would be out of 
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hearing. 'What is it?' fiho apathetically said, 
addressing her hnsband. 

' My dear, you mnst pardon mc ; I am in mach 
tronble and perplexity/ resumed the Major, re- 
membering that to provoke his wife was not ex- 
actly the best way to attain his ends. ^It is 
frightful trouble, Caroline ; and nothing less.' 

'0, indeed. Have you broken your horses' 
knees? I saw you drive away rather furiously 
this morning.' 

a have been answering for the debts of a 
brother-officer, Caroline, and have got into diffi- 
culties through it,' he avowed, having mentally 
rehearsed the tale he meant to tell. 

'Bather imprudent in you to do so, was it 
not ?' interrupted Mrs. Dawkes. 

' I suppose it was, as things have turned out ; 
for he died, and it has fallen on me.' 

' The liability ?' 

The Major nodded. 

* I have been trying to pay it off, as I could, 
and have run into debt myself in consequence. 
Caroline, my dear,' he added in a sepulchral tone, 
' your husband is a ruined man.' 

To Mrs. Dawkes, who had a splendid country 
mansion and some thousands a-year in her own 
right, of which nobody's imprudence could deprive 
her, husband or no husband, the above announce- 
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ment did not convey the dismay it would to many 
wives. Not to mince the matter, the Major, look- 
ing at her from the comer of his eye, saw that it 
had made no impression whatever. 

* How will you get out of the mess ?' quoth she. 

* I can get out of it in two ways. One is hy 
paying up ; the other, by shooting myself.' 

*Ah,' said she equably, * people who talk of 
shooting themselves rarely do it. Don't be an 
idiot, Barnaby.' 

* Caroline,' he rejoined in a tone that was cer- 
tainly agitated, * if I make light of it to you, it is 
to save you vexation : but I speak literally and 
truly, that I must pay, or — or — disappear some- 
where — either into the earth or over the seas.' 

*What can be done?' she inquired, after a 
pause of consideration. * liVe have no ready-money 
to spare : our expenses seem to swallow up every- 
thing. Often I can't make it out.' 

* Our ready-money would not suffice. The poor 
fellow was inextricably involved; and,' he added, 
dropping his voice to a faint whisper, *ten or 
twelve thousand pounds would not more than pay 
it.' 

Mrs. Dawkes gave a scream of semi-dismay. 
As to the ' ten or twelve thousand,' the Major did 
not think it prudent to mention a higher sum then, 
but that much would prove but a sop in the pan. 
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* Bat for that deceitful old aunt of mine dying, 
and leaving me nothing in her will (I hope there's 
a Protestant Purgatory, and that she's in it !), I 
should never have had occasion to tell you this. 
Indeed, but for the expectation of inheriting her 
fortune, I should not have answered for the poor 
feUow.' 

* What is to be done ?' repeated Mrs. Dawkes, 
returning tp the practical consideration of the 
dilenmia, and leaving the bygone ' expectation' in 
abeyance; for it was a question upon which she 
and he entertained opposite opinions. 

* One thing can be done, Caroline ; you can 
help me out — ^if you will.' 

*I!* she repeated. 

* You can get Tom's trustee, Kage, to let me 
have the money. I will repay it as soon as I 
possibly can. There will be no difficulty in that, 
and no risk.' 

* He will not do it.' 

* He will, if you bid him. For me he would not.' 

* He never will,' she repeated. ' I know Thomas 
Kage too well. He is the most perfectly straight- 
forward, honourable man breathing : ridiculously 
so. I am right, Barnaby, cross as you look over 
it. Tom's money is not his to lend, and I am 
sure he would not advance a pound of it.' 

Major Dawkes nearly lost his temper. It was 
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a way of meeting the request that he did not at 
all admire. 

' Will you ask Kage ?' 

* No. Ask him yourself.' 

* An ill-conditioned worthless man ! He never 
ought to have been made the boy's trustee/ spoke 
the Major in a suppressed foam. 

Mrs. Dawkes smiled equably. * If you were 
but half as worthy as he !' 

' Will you lend it me ?' demanded the Major. 

' I have not the power. And if I had, I 
would not suffer Tom's money to be played with.' 

* You have this much power : any request pre- 
ferred to Kage by you, and made a point of, would 
be complied with.' 

* Nonsense ! I'll do nothing of the kind. My 
child is my child, and his interests are identified 
with mine. You should not get into these liabili- 
ties. No man would, with common foresight, un- 
less he knows that he will have the means to meet 
them.' 

Angry and wroth. Major Dawkes broke out in 
a temper. The little boy, most sensitively timid, 
shivered at the raised voices, left his picture-book 
and stole forward, halting in the middle of the 
room. 

* You see now how necessary it is that Tom's 
trustee should be a man of firmness, that he may 
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guard against such emergencies' as the present/ 
spoke Mrs. Dawkes rather tauntingly — at least it 
so sounded to the Major's pricking ears. ' I am 
very sorry, Bamaby, that you should have got 
yourself into this dilemma ; but it is not my boy's 
money that can extricate you from it,' 

Biting his lips to control his fury, Major 
Dawkes turned round and stepped against the child, 
not knowing he stood there. It wanted but that 
encounter to set him off. Out came the passion. 

* You little villain,' he cried with an impreca- 
tion, * do you dare to stand between me and — and 
— ^your mother ? There's for you !' 

It was a cruel blow he struck the child, and it 
felled him to the ground. Quite beside himself in 
the blind hatred of the moment, the irrepressible 
passion. Major Dawkes gave him a kick as he lay 
— one of contempt more than of violence — and 
went from the room, a furious man. Mrs. Dawkes 
raised the boy in her arms, and tottered to a seat; 
weak from her late illness, it was indignation that 
gave her strength to bear him. For several 
minutes neither of them spoke. The child sobbed 
on her neck, she sobbed on his. 

* Mamma, what had I done ?' 

' You had done nothing, my darling. He 
wants to spend your money,* she added in her in- 
dignant resentment. 
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.* mamma, let him have it ; let us go away 
from here ! Papa is never kind to me now.' 

* Yes, we will go away,' she emphatically re- 
joined. * We will go to the Eock, my boy : your 
own home, and mine. If papa likes to follow us, 
and behave himself, he may ; and if not, he can 
stay where he is.' 

*Let papa have my money,' repeated Tom 
Canterbury. * I don't care for money.' 

' You do not understand, dear. The money is 
Mr. Kage's at present; he would not give it to 
Major Dawkes if he asked him ever so.' 

In came Judith at this juncture, ready to at- 
tend Master Canterbury on his walk. She saw 
the tears and the red eyes. 

'Why, what has taken him now?' cried she in 
surprise. 

*He has been vexed,' replied Mrs. Dawkes 
hastily ; * a little thing seems to vex him now. I 
don't think he can be quite well, Judith.' 

'It's the warm weather, ma'am,' said Judith. 
' He'll get up all right after a bit. What he wants 
is fresh country air.' 

*And he shall have it too. The streets are 
damp after the rain, Judith,* continued Mrs. 
Dawkes, ' too damp for him to walk. You had 
better order the carriage.' 

So the carriage came round, and the young 
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heir of the Bock was driven away in it to take tho 
air^ his nurse sitting opposite to him. When tho 
sound of the wheels had faded away on the ear, 
Major Dawkes entered the drawing-room. He was 
ready to strike himself down, as he had struck tho 
boy, for giving way to so impolitic a gust of pas- 
sion. His wife listened to his apologies in haughty 
silence. 

* Caroline, believe me, I was betrayed out of 
my senses ; but it arose from over-anxiety for your 
peace and comfort.' 

* It is for my peace and comfort that you ill- 
treat my child !' sarcastically rejoined Mrs. Dawkes.. 

*He is an angel, and I love him as such,' pro- 
claimed the Major emphatically. *I was in a 
whirlwind of passion, Caroline, and did not know 
in the least what I did. I was agonised at the 
prospect before you : yes, my dear, before you; for 
if I can't pay that poor dead man's creditors, they'll 
come in. Into this very house, and seize upon it, 
and all that is in it.' 

* Seize our house and all that is in it !' ex- 
claimed Mrs. Dawkes in an access of consterna- 
tion. 

'Every earthly thing the walls contain.' 

* Will they seize me and Tom ?' 

Major Dawkes gave vent to a dismal groan : 
but for his state of mind it would have been a 

VOL. m. G 
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laugh. Mrs. Dawkes, shielded always from this 
kind of the world's frowns, utterly inexperienced, 
had put the question in real earnest. 

' They'd not touch you and Tom, my dear ; 
but they would take every stick and stone in the 
place. They are frightftil harpies. You would 
be left here with bare rooms, and I should be in 
prison, unable to protect you. It is not that; 
think of the shock such a scandal would cause in 
society !' 

The last sentence told on her ear. Society? 
Ay, there's the terrible bugbear of civilised life. 
What will society think? what will society say? 
But for society our 'sticks and stones' would often 
be lost with less intense pain than they are. 
Major Dawkes enlarged upon the frightful pro- 
spect, painting the scenes of the canvas in strong 
-colours, until his wife shrank from it as much as 
he did. Writing a note, she despatched it by a 
servant to Mr. Kage's chambers. 

When little Tom Canterbury got home from 
his drive, his stepfather lifted him from the car- 
riage himself, and carried him in to his mother. 
He did feel sorry for having struck the blow. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

A FLOOD OF GOLDEN SUNLIGHT. 

Sitting alone together iii the evening twilight, 
Mrs. Dawkes explained the embarrassment to 
Thomas Kage, who had answered her summons 
speedily. Years ago — ^he remembered it well, and 
so did she — ^he had bid her send for him, if in 
need of counsel, at any hour of the day or night. 
That is, she explained the embarrassment as far 
as she was cognisant of it ; and then preferred the 
request — that Mr. Kage would advance some twelve 
thousand pounds of Tom's money to her husband. 

* Major Dawkes has been prompting you to ask 
this,' was the barrister's answer. 

' He pressed me to ask it to-day ; I refused to 
do so at first, and it caused an unpleasant scene 
between us,' she said, her cheek reddening with 
the remembrance. * But when he explained the 
frightful position we are in — ^that rude rough men, 
harpies he called them, will break in here and 
seize upon our things, and leave the house empty, 
of course it startled me into feeling that some- 
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tiling must be done to prevent it. The Major 
says they'll bring vans to take the furniture away, 
and pitch beds and suchlike out of the window 
into the street. Only think the uproar the neigh- 
bourhood would be in, seeing that.' 

* Caroline,' rejoined Mr. Kage in a low tone, 
' when I finally decided to act as the child's trus- 
tee — and you know I at first wished to decline it 
— one reason for my doing so was, that I might 
identify myself with, and protect, his interests. I 
informed you that I should never, under any in- 
ducement, be prevailed upon to advance you, or 
any future husband you might take, or any other 
person whatsoever, any portion of the money. You 
must remember this ?' 

* Certainly, I remember it ; it is not so long 
ago.' 

' Then, remembering this, how can you prefer 
such a request as the present ? I have foreseen 
that a man, with your husband's extravagant habits, 
would probably become embarrassed, and — ' 

' Did you ?' interrupted Caroline, in great sur- 
prise; 'I'm sure he has had enough to spend. 
But this trouble is not caused by the Major's own 
debts ; they are liabilities he has entered into for 
a brother-officer.' 

Mr. Kage looked at her. * Did Major Dawkes 
tell you this ?' 
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She knew her cousm well, every tone of his 
countenance and voice. 

* Thomas, you don't believe this !' 

* I prefer not to discuss the matter with you, 
Caroline.' 

* Whichever way it may be, however contracted, 
the debts are not the less real,' she continued; 
* and nothing but the scandal likely to arise in 
our home would have induced me to apply to you 
for a loan to him of Tom's money. Will you let 
him have it ?' 

'No. And I am sorry that Major Dawkes 
should have suggested this to you. He had already 
had a decisive negative from me.' 

' Has he asked you before ?' 

' Yes. Several weeks ago.' 

*0, indeed,' she uttered in a tone of pique; 
pique against her husband. * He might have had 
the grace to consult me first, considering whose 
money it is.' 

Mr. Kage had thought so at the time. He 
made no remark. 

' You will advance it now, Thomas, for my sake.' 

* I would do a great deal for your sake, Caro- 
line ; but not this. I will not be a false trustee, 
or part with my own integrity.' 

Some thought, some recollection, came over 
Mrs. Dawkes, and she betrayed for a moment 
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vivid emotion. Thomas Eage took up a book that 
lay on the table and turned over its leaves. He 
would not so much as glance at her. 

' What am I to do, if people do come in here 
and take the furniture 7 

' Go to the Bock, Garoliue ; that is my advice 
to you. Go at once, and leave the Major to fight 
out the battle with his creditors !' 

' They cannot come into the Rock ?' she ex- 
claimed in sudden apprehension. 

* Certainly not. The Major's liabilities could 
no more touch that, or anything it contains, than 
mine could. It is yours for use until your boy 
shall be of age : after that, his absolutely.' 

*But would not the seizing these things be 
like a lasting disgrace ?' 

' It is a disgrace occurring every day in fami- 
lies higher in position than yours, and it is thought 
little of. But ID this case, Caroline, no disgrace 
will be reflected on you. You are shielded from 
it by your own position. It is a peculiar one. 
You have your large fortune; you are in posses- 
sion of the Bock. The Major's embarrassments 
cannot touch you ; they are his own exclusively, 
and people regard them as such.' 

' Begard !' she interrupted, quickly taking up 
the word. ' Are they already known ?' 

* Somewhat of them, I fancy. But I ought to 
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have said " will regard," for I was thinking of the 
contingency we have been speaking of. If these 
things must go, let them go, Caroline : it may 
serve as a warning to the Major to be prudent in 
future.' 

' Thomas, you know that all the things are 
mine. They were bought with my money.' 

' They were purchased in his name, and the 
law can take them.' 

* That's a great shame. The law must know 
they really belong to me.' 

'There was no marriage settlement, you see^ 
Caroline.' 

* Well, well, I know how stupid that was ; no- 
good going over it again.' 

* None in the world. I am sorry your husband 
should have troubled you with this.'- 

* He said if he could not have the money he 
would shoot himself,' said Mrs. Dawkes. 

Mr. Kage's eyes twinkled with a merry ex- 
pression. 

* I remember, some years ago, when the Major 
was in want of money, he said he must have it, or 
drown himself. I don't think he had it ; and he 
is alive yet. Tell him, Caroline, he will do well 
to forget that Tom has money. And do you go at 
once to the Eock, where the Major's grievances 
cannot disturb your peace.' 
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' It has just come to what I anticipated ; for I 
did not really expect you would advance him any,' 
she observed with equanimity ; * and I know you 
are right. But won't he be in a passion when I 
tell him!' 

' I will tell him myself, if you like,' said Mr. 
Kage. ' Indeed I would prefer to do so.' 

Mrs. Dawkes acquiesced, glad to have the mat- 
ter taken out of her hands. And the next day the 
bewildered Major received a short decisive note, 
which convinced him that all hope from that quar- 
ter was really over. 

Many a time since has Thomas Kage asked 
himself the question, whether, if Major Dawkes 
had gone to him and revealed the whole truth of 
his peril, and pleaded to him for salvation, as a 
man just condemned sometimes pleads to the judge 
for his life — whether he might have been tempted 
to prove false to his trust, and save him. And he 
ias always been thankful that the difficulty was 
not brought to him. 

The next scene fated to be enacted in the drama 
was the illness of little Tom Canterbury. Not 
quite immediately did Mrs. Dawkes act on Mr. 
Kage's advice — ^to go to the Eock. She could not 
tear herself all at once from her fashionable friends; 
and she had a ready excuse in the fact that she 
was yet rather weak for travel. Just a few days 
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she intended should elapse first. Before they were 
over, Tom was taken ill with a malady he had 
been attacked with before — inflammation of the 
chest. He was in great danger. Mrs. Dawkes 
hong over him, scarcely quitting his bedside ; now 
giving way to hope, now to all the anguish of de- 
spair. 

But see you not what a flood of golden sun- 
light this same dangerous illness opened on the 
Major? It could not be said, perhaps, that he 
positively prayed for the child to die ; but the 
possible contingency lay on his heart continually 
in a kind of wild wish, never leaving it. To tem- 
porise much longer with those men whom he so 
terribly feared would not be in his power. 

Mrs. Dawkes sat at the child's bedside, the 
purple -silk curtain drawn between him and the 
meridian sun. There appeared to be little doubt 
that he was dying. A wan white face it was, laid 
on the pillow, the blue eyes half closed, the fair 
hair foiling around. One hand, stretched out on 
the counterpane, held the mother-of-pearl shell 
given him by Belle Annesley. It was open ; and 
the vivid colouring of the angels' robes in the pic- 
ture, bearing the child to heaven, shone brightly 
in a stray sunbeam that fell across the bed. It 
was strange the hold that this simple toy had 
taken — or rather the picture it contained — on the 
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imagination of the boy : he was, in good truth, 
too susceptible. 

He had been lying for some time without mov- 
ing, his mother watching him, tears in her 
eyes, a dull pain in her aching heart, when the 
eyes fully opened, and some slight animation ap- 
peared in the still face. 

' Let him have my money, mamma.' 

The words, suddenly breaking on the previous 
stillness, startled Mrs. Dawkes. She did not catch 
the thread of what he meant. 

* Let who have your money, my darling ?' 

'Papa. 0, let him have it! He'll not be 
angry with you then.' 

She understood now. His mind was running 
on that unhappy scene of a short while before, 
when Major Dawkes had struck him down, and 
terrified him with furious words. It had laid hold 
of his imagination for ill. 

' We shall not want money in heaven, mamma.'. 

' No, that we shall not.' 

'And heaven's better than the Kock.' 

'Much better,' she said from the depths of her 
weary heart. 

' I wish I was there,' sighed the child. * See 
how good the angels are !' — with a movement of 
the shell towards her. ' They take us up without 
any pain.' 



A FLOOD OF GOLDEN SUNLIGHT?. 91 

' Tom, my darling, don't talk of dying. It 
will break my heart.' 

But the boy did not seem to heed the words. 
He lay with his eyes wide open, as if looking for 
something in the distance, presently repeating 
again the burden of his song. 

* I wish I was there ! It is full of flowers and 
sunshine ; and no one is cruel ; Jesus will not let 
them be. Mamma, I wish I was there.' 

And Mrs. Dawkes bent her anguished brow on 
the pillow by his side. The wish sounded in her 
ears like an ominous prevision. 

In the afternoon Major Dawkes came up. Tom 
was worse then ; lying almost without motion, and 
breathing with difficulty. 

* There is no further hope ; I am sure of it,' 
moaned Mrs. Dawkes in her heartfelt anguish. 

The Major felt entirely of the same opinion. 
He was looking at the small white face, when one 
of the servants appeared and cautiously beckoned 
him out. He was wanted downstairs. 

* You did not say I was in ?' uttered the Major, 
after closing the door on the sick-room. 

* The gentleman would not listen to me, sir. 
He walked straight in, when I answered the door, 
and sat down in the dining-room. He says he 
shall sit there till he sees you. It is Mr. Bosse.' 

Major Dawkes nearly fainted. Mr. Eosse was 
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a lawyer, and one of those dangerous enemies he 
so dreaded. Go to him, he was obliged : and yet 
— ^he scarcely dared. He shrank from the inter- 
view like the veriest coward. 

* You are worse than a fool, Richard,' foamed 
the Major. * If you cannot contrive to keep people 
out of my house that I don't want to see, you may 
quit my service.' 

' It's not possible to keep the door barred, sir, 
with visitors and doctors and other people coming 
to it perpetual,' was all the answer Richard ven- 
tured to make. 

The conference was a stormy one, though car- 
ried on in cautious tones, and within closed doors. 
Things had come to an extremity. 

' Only a few days more ; only a day or two !' 
implored Major Dawkes, wiping his forehead, which 
had turned cold and damp. ' It is impossible that 
he can survive, and then I shall have thousands 
and thousands at command, and will amply recom- 
pense you. You have waited so long, you can 
surely accord me this little additional grace : I 
will pay- the bill twice over for it, and twice to 
that.' 

* Upon one plea or another we have been put 
oflf from day to day and from week to week. This 
may be as false an excuse as the others have 
been.' 
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' But it is not a false excuse ; the child is 
lying upon his bed, dying* If Mrs. Dawkes were 
not with him, you might go up and see for your- 
self that it is so. Hark ! that is the physician's 
step.' 

The physician it was ; he had been upstairs, 
and was coming down again. Major Dawkes threw 
wide the door of the dining-room. 

* Doctor, what hope is there ? I fear but 
little.' 

* There's just as much as you might put in 
your hand and blow away,' replied the doctor, 
who was a man of quaint sayings, and knew that 
Major Dawkes bore no blood relationship to the 
child. * The only hope that remains lies in the 
elasticity of children; they seem ready to be 
shrouded one hour, and are running about the 
room the next. We can do nothing more for our 
little patient ; and if he does rally, it will be owing 
to this elasticity, this tenacity of life in the young. 
I do not think he will.' 

The doctor passed out at the hall-door, and 
the Major turned to his visitor. 

* You hear what he says ; now will you give 
me the delay ?' 

'Well — under the circumstances — one day 
longer,' replied the lawyer, whose firm would pre- 
fer their money, even to the exposure of the Major. 
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Let them once get clear of Major Dawkes, and he 
might swindle all the bill-brokers in London after- 
wards for what they cared. He stepped across 
the hall towards the door, and the Major attended 
him. 

' But if the child should not die — if he should 
recover — ^what then ?' Mr. Eosse suddenly stopped 
to ask. 

The Major's heart and face alike turned sickly 
at the supposition ; it was one he dared not dwell 
upon — ^literally dared not. 

' There is no '* if" about it ; he is quite sure 
to die. When I was up with him just now, he 
looked at the last gasp ; the nurse thought he was 
dead then, up to the knees. I'll drop you a note 
as soon as it's over.' 

Night drew on. The child lay in the same 
state — his eyes closed, and quite unconscious — 
battling with death. The medical men came and 
went, but they could render no assistance ; and it 
seemed pretty certain that no morning would dawn 
for little Tom Canterbury. Mrs. Dflrwkes wotild 
sit up with him, in spite of her husband's remon- 
strances, who told her that the incessant fatigue 
and watching would make her ill again. He went 
to rest himself, and slept soundly ; for his troubles 
seemed at an end. The sick-room, as may be re- 
membered, was near his own ; and Major Dawkes 



A FLOOD OP GOLDEN SUNLIGHT. 95 

was suddenly aroused by a movement in it. He 
heard the nurse come out, call to Bichard, and 
tell him to run for the doctor. The man had been 
kept up all night, to be ready if wanted. The 
Major looked at his watch — ^five o'clock. 

'It's over at last,' thought he. *What a 
mercy! I did not think he'd hold out so long. 
Ah, they may send, but doctors cannot bring 
the dead to life. And now I am a free man 
again!' 

He would not go into the death-chamber ; he 
did not care to witness death-scenes ; and it would 
be time enough to condole with Mrs. Dawkes by 
and by. So he lay, indulging a charming vision 
of the golden paradise which had at length opened 
to him, which was partly imagination, partly a 
semi-dream. 

The return of Kichard disturbed him. He 
heard the latch-key placed in the door, and the 
man come up the stairs. Major Dawkes rose, put 
on his slippers, opened his door an inch or two, 
and arrested his servant. 

' You have been round to the doctor's, Rich- 
ard?' 

* Yes, sir. He'll be here in a minute or two.' 

' There was no necessity to disturb him, only 
that it may be more satisfactory to your mistress. 
The child is dead, I suppose ?' 
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' Dead, sir ! no. He has took a turn for the 
better.* 

* What 7 gasped Major Dawkes. 

^ He seems to have took a turn, sir, and has 
raUied ; and that's why my mistress sent for the 
doctor.' 

* I — I — don't understand,' cried the bewildered 
Major. 

He really did not. So intense had been the 
conviction of the child's death, that his mind was 
unable at once to admit any different impression. 

* When the doctor was here the last thing, sir, 
he thought there might be a change in the night, 
for the better or the worse. If it was for the 
better, he was to be sent to, he said,' explained 
Eichard. 

* And — it is for the better ?' 

* dear yes, sir, happily. Judith says she's 
sure he will get over it now.' 

Major Dawkes withdrew into his room, and 
softly closed the door. He felt as though the 
death-blow, which was to have overtaken the child, 
had missed its aim, and fallen upon him. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

* DIED IN A FIT.* 

A WEEK elapsed; and little Tom Canterbury, 
owing, no doubt, to the * elasticity,* appeared to 
be getting well rapidly. Mrs. Dawkes, heart and 
spirits alike raised, caring not even for folly and 
fashion in comparison with her darling child, gave 
orders that preparations should be made for re- 
moval to the Rock. If the Major was unable to 
leave London, he could remain behind, she oblig- 
ingly told him ; but Tom wanted country air, and 
Tom should have it. 

To depart for the Rock, or to depart for Kamt- 
schatka, would have seemed all one to the Major, 
provided either place would shield him and his re- 
putation. Scarcely once during this last week 
had he dared to show himself out of doors. His 
time had been chiefly spent in writing bulletins of 
little Canterbury's state to sundry people inte- 
rested, every one of which represented the child 

VOL. ni. H 
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as * slowly going.' So long as this farce could be 
kept up, and his enemies be deceived into believ- 
ing it, he felt tolerably safe. Tolerably only : it 
was Major Dawkes's misfortune never to feel quite 
assured upon the point at any moment, night or 
day. But, in fact, he was so. With the prospect 
of Tom Canterbury's thousands and tens of thou- 
sands slipping speedily into his fingers, to be 
squandered as Major Dawkes knew how to squan- 
der, people considered that it lay in their interests 
not to proceed to extremity with him. And such 
an extremity ! 

How harshly Fate was dealing with him in 
thus restoring Tom to life. Major Dawkes felt to 
the backbone. He looked upon it as a grievous 
wrong ; an injury done him : in the perversion of 
mind caused by need, he had come to regard the 
fortune as his by right. Did it stand to any 
reason that this sickly infant ought to keep him 
out of what would put him straight with the 
world, and relieve him from this horrible night- 
mare? Children who died were happier than 
children who lived: little Tom wanted to go to 
heaven; he was saying so continually; and heaven 
could not be kind when it thus renewed the lease 
of his poor frail life on earth. So reasoned Major 
Dawkes. There were moments now when he 
wished he had died in his childhood, before worry 
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and debt had come ; and in pursuing this line of 
argument he was honest enough. 

But — what was he to do ? Tom Canterbury's 
recovery could not be kept secret for ever. The 
period when it must be known, was looming all 
too near ; advancing close, even then, to his thres- 
hold. And it was bringing with it an abyss of 
agony and shame, than which to Major Dawkes 
nothing could be more terrible. It seemed that 
he must forfeit life, rather than meet it. 

At this, the week's end, the medical men pro- 
nounced it safe for Tom to travel; Mrs. Dawkes 
at once fixed the following morning for their de- 
parture: and gave the Major that obliging per- 
mission, to go or stay behid, xnentioneTbefore. 
Soon after hearing it. Major Dawkes was crossing 
the hall, when a knock and ring startled him; 
startled him, as it seemed, to abject terror. His 
first impulse was to dart into the nearest room 
and bolt himself in ; his next to dart out again 
and seize Bichard's arm, who was coming along to 
open the door. 

* Bichard,' he whispered — and the man stood 
amazed at the wild alarm, mingled with entreaty, 
in his master's aspect and accent — 'don't open the 
door, for your life. Go into the area and see who 
it is. If it's any one for me, say I went out of 
town at seven this morning, and sha'n't be back 
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till — till late to-night. Swear to it, man, if they 
dispute your word.* 

Biehard descended the kitchen-stairs, and his 
master strode up the upper ones, four at a time, 
stealthily, silently, like a man who is flying from 
danger. Up to the second -floor went he, as if 
the higher he went the more secure he should 
feel from it. Instead of entering his own room, 
he turned into the one opposite, the day-nursery. 
It opened into the little boy's bedchamber, but 
the door was closed between them. 

Judith stood at the round table by the fire — 
which Mrs. Dawkes thought well to have lighted 
daily, though summer weather had come in. She 
was measuring a dessert-spoonful of mixture from 
a small green medicine -bottle. Little Tom Can- 
terbury was by her side, watching her. 

* What's this ?' asked Major Dawkes, taking 
up the bottle, when she had recorked it, and put 
it on the mantelpiece. 

* I don't know, sir ; I can't read writing,' 
replied Judith, thinking the Major meant the 
direction, which he was looking at. If he had 
meant anything, it was probably the mixture ; 
but he had spoken in total abstraction, for his 
mind was a chaos just then. 

* The Mixture. Master Canterbury,' were the 
words written there. 
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*Does he require medicine still?* exclaimed 
Major Dawkes. * I thought he was well.' 

* It's only some stuff the doctor sends to com- 
fort his inside, sir, which has been out of order,' 
replied Judith. * He takes a spoonful three times 
a-day : morning, afternoon, and before he goes to 
bed at night.' 

Major Dawkes took out the cork, smelt the 
mixture and tasted it, simply by way of doing 
something, while Tom drank up his spoonful. 
But, as Richard was heard coming up the stairs, 
the Major hastily returned the bottle to the man- 
telpiece, and went out to meet him. 

' Was I wanted ?' 

* Yes, sir. The gentleman was that one who 
never gives his name ; and I saw two men standing 
off, as if they belonged to him,' added Richard, in 
a confidential tone. * They are a-waiting opposite 
now.' 

* You said I was out of town ?' 

* I told him I'd take a oath to it, sir, if he 
liked — as you desired me. And he said it would 
be none the nearer truth if I did.' 

Major Dawkes wiped his damp brow and turned 
into his bedroom; his perplexities were growing 
fast and thick. This present matter was one of 
simple debt ; and simple debt would have been as 
nothing compared to the other thing he dreaded. 
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Exposure could not be more than a day*s course 
off now. 

* Agony, disgrace, punishment !' spoke he to his 
own soul, as he glanced to the future. * The ab- 
horrence and contempt of my wife ; the haughty 
condemnation of my brother - ofl&cers ; the cool 
scorn of the world ; the hulks for me ! I am in 
dread danger of it all ; and only because the weak 
thread of a wretched child's life is not broken ! 
Why could he not have died? It was but the 
hesitation of the balance; a turn the other way, 
and — ^we should both have been the better. There 
has been a devil abroad since that night, ever at 
my elbow, whispering temptation.' 

Even so. And the devil had never stood closer 
to Major Dawkes than in this self-same moment. 
To give him his due, he struggled against the 
fiend as well as he knew how. 

The Major did not go out that day ; he did not 
dare; what was to become of him on the next — 
and the next — and the next, he shuddered to con- 
template. He dined at home with his wife at six 
o'clock, in her dressing-room. She felt very un- 
well, and had been lying there on the sofa all the 
afternoon. 

* It is the fatigue of nursing Tom,' said the 
Major. * I knew it would bring its reaction.' 

* It is nothing of the sort,' retorted Mrs. 
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Dawkes. *I have taken a violent cold, or else 
<3aught Tom's complaint, for my chest feels sore. 
•Country air will set both me and Tom to rights. 
We start in the morning. Do you intend to go 
with us T 

* I — I don't think I can,' replied the miserable 
Major. 

He quitted the room after dinner; and went 
prowling about the house like a restless spirit, 
not venturing to go out before dusk. Mrs. Dawkes 
lay down on the sofa again and rang for her boy. 
Judith brought him, and her mistress began talk- 
ing about the arrangements for the morning. 

* The carriage will be at the door before half- 
past nine, you know, Judith.' 

* Yes, ma'am ; I shall be quite ready. What 
4ibout Master Tom's physic ?' added Judith. * Had 
he better take it in the morning, ma'am? — ^there'll 
be just one dose left.' 

* No, I think not. To-night he must.' 

* yes, I shall give it him as soon as he is 
undressed,' said Judith, * and that won't be long 
first : it's ever so much after seven. I think he 
had better come now, ma'am, that he may have a 
good long night's rest. — Master Tom, won't you 
say good-night to your mamma ?' 

Of course it was right that the boy, still so 
weak and delicate, should have a good night's 
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rest to fortify him for the morrow's journey. 
Mrs. Dawkes strained the child to her ; and the 
child's little arms strained her. It was a long 
and close embrace, and he cried when he was 
taken from her : which was somewhat remark- 
able, as it was not a usual thing for him to do. 

* God bless you, my darling ! We shall both get 
well at the Eock.' 

Mrs. Dawkes, left alone, drank a cup of tea 
brought by her maid. Fry, and then went into 
her bedroom to prepare for rest. She was ir- 
ritable and impatient ; so much so, that the maid 
asked whether she felt worse. 

* 0, I don't know !' was the querulous answer. 
* Since I drank that cup of hot tea, my tooth has 
begun to ache again. It is enough to distract me.' 

* I would have it out, ma'am, if I were you,' 
cried Fry. * It's always a-distracting of you.' 

* Have it out ! have a tooth out at my age !' 
echoed Mrs. Dawkes, * I'd rather suffer martyrdom. 
Be quick over my hair, and don't say such things 
to provoke me.' 

So Fry went on with her duties, and her mis- 
tress went on groaning, and holding one side of 
her face. 

* Perhaps, ma'am, if you were to put a little 
brandy to it, it might ease you,' Fry ventured to 
say again. ^ Some cotton steeped in brandy, and 
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put into the tooth, has cured many a toothache. 
Laudanum's best, but I suppose there's none in 
the house.' 

' It would do me no good,' fretfully answered 
Mrs. Dawkes. 

Fry left her mistress to rest. But there was 
no sleep for Mrs. Dawkes ; the pain of her tooth 
prevented it. She tossed and turned from side to 
side, five minutes seeming to her like an hour. 

Now it happened that there was some laudanum 
in the house; at any rate, some preparation of 
opium, though the maid had been unconscious of 
it. It had been brought in for some purpose seve- 
ral weeks before, and had stood since then in the 
Major's dressing-room. Mrs. Dawkes, in a mo- 
ment of desperation, rose from her bed, resolved 
to try it. Her own dressing-room opened on one 
side the bedchamber, the Major's on the other; 
and she snatched the night-light which was burn- 
ing — for Fry had closed the shutters to shut out 
all the remains of daylight — and went into the 
latter. 

It was a very small place, little better than a 
closet, and had no egress save through the bed- 
chamber. Her own dressing-room was large, and 
had two entrances. Over the MaJ9r's washhand- 
stand was a narrow slab of white marble, and on 
that had stood the bottle required by Mrs. Dawkes^ 



106 GEORGE canterbury's WILL. 

His tooth-powder box and shaving-tackle usually 
stood there ; but since he had occupied the room 
upstairs, they had been removed, with various 
other things pertaining to him, the unused lauda- 
num-bottle alone being left. 

Mrs. Dawkes went to the slab, and stretched 
forth her hand to take the bottle. Most exceed- 
ingly astonished was she to find that no bottle was 
there. The slab was perfectly empty. 

* Why, what can have become of it ?' she ex- 
claimed aloud. * The bottle is always there ; I saw 
it there this very day. And the servants do not 
come in here since the room has been unused.' 

She looked about with the light, but could see 
nothing of it — the shelves and places were bare. 
Exceedingly cross, she returned to her bedroom, 
steeped a bit of cotton-wool in some spirits of cam- 
phor, put that to her tooth, and lay down again. 
The pain subsided at once, and she was dozing off 
to sleep, when some one came cautiously into the 
room from the passage-entrance. Mrs. Dawkes 
pulled aside the curtain, and saw her husband. 
He started back. 

* Is it you y she exclaimed. 

* What brings you in bed now V cried the Ma- 
jor, looking still like a man startled. 

* I could not sit up. I wish you'd not come 
disturbing me. Is it late or early ?' 
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* It is not yet nine.' 

He went into his dressing-room as he answered, 
but came out again immediately, and stayed to 
speak. 

* CaroKne, I am going down to Kage about the 
matter we talked of the other day — to see if he 
won't help me. He ought, and he must.' 

* It will be of no use.' 

* At any rate, I shall try. I really want help 
very badly. Have you any message for him ?' 

*None,' she answered drowsily. *I don't 
care to talk; it may set my tooth on to ache 
again.' 

* Well, good-night ; but I am sorry to have dis- 
turbed you. I shall see you in the morning.' 

The Major descended the stairs. Calling up 
Kichard, he gave him sundry commissions and in- 
junctions; and then went out, peering into the 
dusk to see that the coast was clear. Bolting 
round the comer and into a hansom, he ordered 
the driver to take him to Mr. Kage's house. There 
he learnt that the barrister was not expected until 
late, and would probably be found at his chambers. 
The hansom dashed down to the Temple. 

Mr. Kage was at work late. Bather surprised 
was he to see his visitor ; much more surprised to 
hear what he had come for. 

Why, what amount of impudence miust the man 
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possess, thus to persist in this annoyance ! He 
had come to press for that loan again ; and sat 
down and did it. Mr. Eage may be forgiven if he 
answered sharply. 

* Thomas Canterbury's money !' echoed the 
Major, in reply to some words. *You speak as 
though I asked for all his coffers, and the Eock 
into the bargain. I only wish to borrow a very 
trifling portion of it — three or four thousand 
pounds.' 

* The sum, more or less, is not of any conse- 
quence ; but Mrs. D£^wkes mentioned twelve thou- 
sand,' spoke Thomas Kage stilBSy. 

* Mrs. Dawkes must . have mistaken what I 
said I should like, for what I said I wanted. 
From three to four thousand pounds will be 
sufficient.' 

'Were it but three thousand pence, it would 
be all the same. I am surprised at you. Major 
Dawkes. Permit me to say that no gentleman 
would persist in these applications, in the teeth of 
my refusal and its reasons.' 

* I shall pay you back, long before little Can- 
terbury is of age. Kage, my good fellow,' added 
the Major, wiping the perspiration from his brow 
- — and, indeed, he had done little else since enter- 
ing, for he seemed full of agitation — * consider the 
strait I am in. If I can't get money, and don't 
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get money, there'll be nothing for it but — ^but — 
the Insolvent Court. Mrs. Dawkes would never 
hold up her head again.' 

A half-contemptuous smile crossed the barris- 
ter's lips. He peremptorily declined further ap- 
peal on the subject. 

* Were the money my own, you should have 
had it before now,' said he finally ; ' but my trus- 
teeship I will hold inviolate.' 

* Then to-morrow morning I must see about 
filing my petition,' gloomily responded the 
Major. 

* Quite the best thing you can do,' said Mr. 
Kage. 

* Your cousin, Mrs. Dawkes, will have you to 
thank for it.' 

No reply to this. The Major moved to the 
door as slow as a bear. Mr. Kage took the lamp 
to light him downstairs. 

* I suppose Tom is all right again — ^getting 
stronger daily ?' he observed, stretching the light 
out beyond the railings. 

* 0, he is quite well ; he wants nothing now 
but change of air. His mother takes him to the 
Bock to-morrow. Good-night to you.' 

The Major jumped into the hansom that had 
waited for him, and was driven off. Having been 
immured in-doors for days, he thought he needed 
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some indemnifying recreation, and intended to 
* make a night of it.' 

The morning dawned brightly. At seven 
o'clock Fry was in her mistress's room, according 
to orders. Mrs. Dawkes did not like getting up 
at seven any more than do other people who are 
accustomed to lie late abed ; but her child's wel- 
fare just now was paramount, and she was deter- 
mined the journey should not be deferred through 
delay on her part, or on that of the household. 
She was gracious this morning, telling Fry that 
her toothache was gone and that she felt stronger 
altogether. 

* Now, Fry, is everything ready ?' she asked, 
while she dressed. 

* Quite ready, ma'am,' emphatically responded 
Fry ; * leastways all that lies in my department to 
get ready. I am only too glad to be off to Chilling 
myself, ma'am. It seems an age since I saw my 
relations there. I'd like to see my poor old mis- 
tress, too.' 

Did Caroline Dawkes take that last sentence 
as a reproach to herself? It was not meant as 
such. She rejoined, rather peevishly, 

* In the sad state poor mamma lies, it is 
so very distressing to see her, you know. Fry. 
I'm sure I did not get over the pain for days, 
when I left her last. It is not good for her to 
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see me, either. It excites her; the doctor saya 
so.' 

' Very true, ma'am,' acquiesced Fry. 

'Is the Major going with us or not, do you 
know ?' resumed Mrs. Dawkes. 

* I fancy not, ma'am. I don't think Eichard 
has got any orders about packing.' 

' That tells nothing. A gentleman's things 
can be put together in five minutes. The Major 
must be called. Fry.' . 

' The Major did not sleep at home, ma'am.' 

* Not sleep at home !' 

* And he is not come in yet,' added Fry, who 
was no particular friend to the Major, and had not 
the least objection to put in a word against him 
if opportunity ofifered. 

* How do you know he did not sleep at home ?' 
' Because, ma'am, his room is just in the state 

it was last night when the housemaid left it ready 
for him, with the door stark staring open.' 

Mrs. Dawkes, albeit caring very little for the 
Major, was no better pleased than are other wives 
when told their husbands have not slept at home, 
and continued to dress in silence. Presently she 
sent Fry to see whether the nurse was getting up. 
Certain though she felt of the fact, it was as well 
to be on the safe side, and ascertain it. Judith 
had passed many nights of late in watching, and. 
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fileep might be reasserting its claims. While Fry 
was absent, she threw a warm wrapper over her 
petticoats, and went into the Major's dressing- 
room to ring the bell there, knowing that it would 
bring up Eichard. An unexpected object met her 
eyes. 

Great as had been Mrs. Dawkes's surprise the 
previous night to find the laudanum-bottle absent 
from the slab, far, far greater was her present 
surprise to see it in the exact place it had always 
occupied, as if it had never been touched. Mrs. 
Dawkes mechanically took it in her hand : it was 
the veritable bottle, labelled as usual, 'Tincture 
of Opium. Major Dawkes.' 

Had she only dreamt that she came to look 
for it ? — the question really occurred to her. None 
of the servants had been through her room in the 
night. But on her own dressing-table lay the 
cotton and the phial of camphorated spirit, to 
prove that it was no dream. 

' Judith has been up ever so long, ma'am, and 
she's soon going to dress Master Tom,' said Fry, 
coming back. * There's Eichard standing outside, 
flaying the Major's bell rang. I tell him his ears 
must have heard double.' 

Mrs. Dawkes went to the door. What she 
wanted with Eichard was, to ask whether his mas- 
ter had said where he was going. Eichard replied 
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in the negative : he had supposed his master was 
coming home to sleep as usual. Mrs. Dawkes 
went back to her dressing-table, and sat down for 
Fry to begin her hair. 

Directly afterwards the Major came in, laugh- 
ing gaily. He seemed determined to put a light 
face on the absence. His wife kept her head fixed 
under Fry's hands, looking neither to the right 
nor the left, not condescending to notice him in 
any way whatsoever. 

* Did you think I had taken flight, Caroline ? 
After leaving Kage, I went up to Briscoe's rooms. 
We got to cards ; and, upon my word, the time 
passed so unconsciously, and it grew so late, that 
he gave me a bed. I feared I might disturb you, 
coming in between two and three o'clock.' 

Caroline did not see the point of the speech. 
All an excuse, thought she. Three o'clock was 
no absolutely unusual hour for the Major to come 
in; and as for disturbing her, it was not her 
room he had to come to. 

* Very accommodating of Captain Briscoe to 
keep beds ready made-up for his friends,' she 
coldly remarked. 

'And that was a sofa,' laughed the Major. 

* You will have a splendid day for your journey. 

The wind is in its softest quarter for Tom.' 
' You don't go with us, then ?' 
VOL. ni. I 
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* I wish I could. I daresay I shall follow you 
within the week.' 

* 0, do you !' cried Mrs. Dawkes, her temper 
a little ruflBed. ' Just as you please.' 

Major Dawkes stood for a moment, watching 
the process of hairdressing. Caroline fancied he 
must want something, but would not ask. 

* What of Mr. Kage ? Did you see him ?' 

*I saw him. Had to go down to his cham- 
bers. He is a regular rat, Caroline ; he will do 
nothing.' 

' I told you he would not,' she gravely re- 
joined ; ' and he is quite right not to do it. As 
to a rat — if all people were as little like one, the 
world might be more comfortable.' 

' Is that a slash at me ?' asked Major Dawkes, 
smiling gaily, and seeming fully determined not 
to be put out. ' I and Kage never could hit it oflf 
well together, you know, Caroline; therefore it 
was hardly likely he would go out of his way to 
do me a service. Perhaps I may get what I want 
through Briscoe. He — ' 

* Whatever is the matter ?' 

The interruption came from Fry, who at that 
moment was facing the door. The nurse, Judith, 
had stolen quietly inside the room, and was stand- 
ing there with clasped hands, and face wild and 
white. Major and Mrs. Dawkes turned round. 
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'What do you want, Judith?' inquired her 
mistress. 

' I got up at six, ma'am,' began Judith, * and 
when I had dressed myself, I put up the things I 
had left last night, thinking I'd let the child sleep 
as long as I could. I said to myself, what a long 
night's rest he was having ; what a beautiful sleep ! 
And I — I — ^went to take him up now ; and I — sir 
— ma'am — ^I can't awaken him.' 

She had spoken just as she looked,, in a wild, 
bewildered sort of manner ; and she appeared to 
shake all over. 

' It is the remains of his illness,' remarked 
Mrs. Dawkes ; but she gazed hard at Judith, 
thinking her manner, and her coming at all, very 
strange. * Children are sure to sleep well after 
an illness. Take him gently up ; he will awake as 
you dress him.' 

*But I can't take him up, ma'am,' returned 
the trembling Judith. * He — ^he — won't awake.' 

Fry stared at her with open mouth, in private 
persuasion that she had lost her senses. 

' Will you please to come and see, sir ?' added 
Judith, addressing her master. 

' Nonsense, Judith girl ; why should I come ?' 
demanded the Major. * Surely you don't want 
my help to arouse a sleeping child ! Take him 
up yourself^ as your mistress says. Splash a 
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handful of cold water in his face ; that will wake 
him soon enough.' 

* sir, come !' pleaded Judith. * Please come . 
— Not you, ma'am.' 

The Major quitted the room in answer to the 
appeal. No sooner had he got out than Judith, 
shutting the door, seized upon his arm, and spoke 
in a whisper : 

' Sir, I think he's dead.' 

* What ?' retorted the Major, as if angry at 
her folly. 

* It is so, sir, if ever I saw death yet. I did 
not dare to speak before my mistress. He is stiff 
and cold.' 

Major Dawkes pushed her aside with his elbow,, 
and ascended the stairs, Judith at his heels. 
There was a noise behind, and they turned to 
look : Mrs. Dawkes and Fry were following them 
up. 

' She had better not come in, sir,' whispered 
Judith. * It may be too much for her.' 

The Major went back to stop his wife. Judith 
stood at the room door. It was of no use. Caro- 
line broke away from the detaining hand, and went 
resolutely onwards. 

Thomas Canterbury was lying in his little bed, 
shaded by the purple-silk hangings, cold, white — 
and dead. The shell, with the angels carrying 
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the child to heaven, was clasped in his hand. The 
angels had been down now to carry him. 

* He must have died in a fit/ cried Fry. 

And Mrs. Dawkes fell across the bed with a 
low cry of piteous anguish. 



CHAPTEE Vm. 

ENSHROUDED IN MYSTERY. 

Late in the afternoon of as brilliant a day as 
London can produce, when the spring is merging 
into summer, Thomas Kage, in his professional 
costume, might have been seen ascending to hi& 
chambers in the Temple with the fleet steps of one 
who runs a race against time. 

Mr. Kage was then doing little less. He had 
a vast amount of business on his shoulders just 
now, legal and private. Only the past night Major 
Dawkes (as we have already seen) found him late 
at his chambers, hard at work. This evening he 
would have to quit London on some private mat- 
ters connected with his friend Lord Hartledon, 
and he would be away for some three or four 
days. 

Dashing ofif his wig and gown, he was about 
to settle down to his table, and go over certain 
papers, there waiting for an opinion, when his 
clerk, Mr. Taylor — for he could afford one now — 
accosted him. 
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' One of Major Dawkes's servants has been 
here, sir, to ask if you would go up there as 
quickly as you could. Mrs. Dawkes — ' 

* But I can't,' interrupted Mr. Kage. ' With 
what I have yet to do to-day, it is not possible. 
Did you say so ?' 

' No, sir. I said I would give you the message. 
I told him you were busy. The little boy is dead!' 
' What Uttle boy ?' 

* Mrs. Dawkes's, sir — little Canterbury.' 
Thomas Kage's hands ceased rattling the parch- 
ments. He looked up as one who believes not. 

' What do you mean ?' 

' He is dead, sir, sure enough, and all that pot 
of money lapses. He died in the night.' 

* But what did he die of? What was the mat- 
ter with him ?' 

* The man couldn't say. It was that Eichard 
who has brought notes here once or twice.' 

' The boy was well again,' reiterated Mr. Kage, 
feeling utterly bewildered. * Dawkes said so when 
he was here last night ; besides, I know it.' 

' What the man said was, that the nurse found 
him dead in his bed this morning,' pursued Mr. 
Taylor. ' Mrs. Dawkes was in a very terrible state, 
and her maid sent him to ask you to go up.' 

A rapid argument in his own mind, whether 
he might venture to put off his journey until the 
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morrow, and sit up that night to complete his 
work, was decided in the affirmative. At almost 
any cost he would go to his cousin in her sore 
need. He could, by taking the first train in the 
morning, perform his journey in time. 

* I shall want you to stay late to-night, Mr. 
Taylor.' 

' Very well, sir.' 

He went up to Belgravia as fast as a cab could 
take him, and was shown at once into the presence 
of Mrs. Dawkes. Her state was pitiable to witness. 
Just as she had been when the alarm came, and 
she had run to the child's room, so she was still 
— a loose robe on, and her hair hanging down. 
She had remained since in the very extremity of 
anguish — now in a semi-fainting state ; now rush- 
ing to the death-room and calling on her child to 
live — to live ! In short, she was frantic. Could 
she but have wept — could she but have fallen into 
a real faint, and so have induced weakness — it had 
been better for her. Fry said all this to Mr. Kage 
in a few rapid sentences, as she stood with her 
hand on the door-handle. 

* I can scarcely believe it to be true. Fry, that 
the child is dead,' he whispered. 

* And that's like us, sir. We cannot believe it 
now.' 

^ But what was it ?' 
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' 0, it must have been a sudden fit, sir. There's 
nothing else, that I know of, could kill a child in 
his sleep.' 

With a kind of choking cry, something like 
what may be heard from one in an attack of epi- 
lepsy, Mrs. Dawkes sprang forward when she saw 
Mr. Kage, and flung herself into his arms. The 
sight of him brought the reaction that had been 
wanted ; and she began to sob frightfully, piteously 
imploring Thomas Kage to bring him — ^her lamb, 
her angel-boy, her all — -back to life. With diffi- 
culty could he unwind her arms ; with difficulty 
attempt a word of consolation. He did not know 
what to do with her. Fry, hearing the sobs of 
emotion, came in. Mr. Kage sent her for water 
and other restoratives. Where was the Major? 
he mentally wondered in deep anger. Surely his 
proper place was by his wife's side at such an 
hour as this ! 

Major Dawkes had gone out to see, as was 
understood by Fry, about some necessary arrange- 
ments. 

' I don't care now how soon I die myself, Tho- 
mas,' exclaimed the poor mother, at the end of a 
prolonged and exhaustive fit of violent sobbing. 

' Hush, Caroline ! May God temper the trial 
to you !' he added, more as a prayer than in ans- 
wer. 
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The next to come in, with a whiter face than 
usual, as if stricken to fear, and words of con- 
dolence that seemed genuine enough on her lips, 
was Keziah Dawkes. Keziah had heard the news 
by pure accident. Happening to meet one of the 
servants in the street, she stopped him to inquire 
after the health of the house, and learnt what had 
taken place. Caroline was lying on the sofa then, 
in another of the semi -fainting fits, utterly ex- 
hausted. Fry, kneeling by her side, strove to put 
teaspoonfals of weak brandy-and-water within her 
lips. Mr. Kage took the opportunity to slip away 
in search of Judith. 

He found her in the day-nursery ; her hands 
lying idle on her knees, the tears slowly coursing 
down her face. She stood up when he entered, 
and strove to dry her eyes. 

' What has the child died of, Judith ?' 

* Sir, I know no more than the dead — no more 
than he does, pretty pale lambkin. Fry insists 
upon it that it must have been a fit ; but I don't 
believe it. He never had a fit in his life ; and it 
stands to reason, that if he'd had one last night I 
must have heard him. The least noise awakes 
me. Since his illness he couldn't move in his 
little bed but I started up. All last night I never 
heard him stir, never once, and I was awake twice 
myself. This morning, when I got up, he was 
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still sleeping, as I supposed, and I went on put- 
ting things ready for the journey.' 

* You did not discover it immediately, then T 

* No, sir. I thought I'd let him lie as long a& 
I could, for he had seemed dead asleep last night* 
I'd hardly laid him down in his bed, before he was 
ofif. I might have let him lie longer too, but for 
Fry's coming up with a message from my mistress, 
that we was both to be ready without delay. I 
finished what I was about, and then went to his 
bedside. "Master Tom," says I, "it's time to 
get up ; and your mamma's astir already, and the 
morning's beautiful." But he never answered. 
" Wake up, my darling," says I then, and put the 
bedclothes down. Sir, you might a'most as well 
have killed me : there he lay dead !' 

* What did the doctor say ?' 

* The first thing he said after seeing that the 
child was really dead, was to ask what I'd been 
giving to him ; he asked it sharply too. As if I 
should give him anything that could hurt !' 

She proceeded to recount the few facts con- 
nected with the last day of the child's life, Mr. 
Kage listening. He had eaten his meals well; 
the last thing he took having been a basin of 
bread -and -milk for his tea. Judith had seen 
him take them all — having, in fact, taken 
her own meals with him ; and not for a minute 
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the previous day had the boy been out of her 
sight. 

* There's the last thing I gave him,' she 
•sobbed, pointing to the medicine-bottle on the 
mantelpiece. * He sat on my lap after he was 
undressed, and took it as good as gold. I little 
thought I should never give him anything again.' 

' What is it ?' asked Mr. Kage. 

Judith explained. It was a bottle of mixture 
«ent by the doctor, a dessert-spoonful of which the 
<5hild had been taking three times a-day. Mr. 
Kage took the bottle in his hand, examined it, 
and read the label, * The Mixture. Master Can- 
terbury.' 

' He had took it every drop but that one dose 
that's left ; and a great deal of good it had done 
him,' said Judith, in her deep sorrow, as Mr. 
Kage returned the bottle to the mantelpiece. * 
me ! there's moments, sir, when I think it can't 
be nothing but a dream.' 

In truth, it seemed quite like one to Thomas 
Kage. 

* Will you see him, sir ?' 

He nodded assent ; and Judith, unlocking the 
door of the next room, stood aside for him to 
pass. Many a time and oft had Mr. Kage gone 
in, to be greeted with the loving words of the 
gentle child. 
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At rest now ; an angel in the heaven where he 
had so often wished to be. 

* You have been up to see him !' cried Mrs. 
Dawkes, almost passionately, when Mr. Kage re- 
turned to her. ' Why did you not tell me ? I'd 
have gone with you. I wanted to go.' 

It seemed that some of the old excitement was> 
coming on again ; he laid his restraining hand on 
hers to enjoin calmness. Keziah Dawkes, sitting 
at the curtained window with her bonnet-strings 
untied, looked gray as before. Mrs. Dawkes had 
not invited her to take the bonnet ofif. This death 
would bring no end of good to her beloved brother 
Barby, but she did not seem to be making a fes- 
tival of it. Caroline moaned faintly again and 
again, and let her fingers entwine themselves^ 
within those strong ones, in which there seemed 
to be at least protection. 

'What did he die of, Thomas — ^what did ha 
die of?' 

' In truth, I see nothing that he can have died 
of, except God's visitation,' was his honest ans- 
wer. ' No harm seems to have come to him in 
any shape or form, to account for the death.' 

*And we were to have gone to the Bock to- 
day, he and I! By this time we should have 
been there.' 
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* Try and realise one thing, Caroline — that he 
is now in perfect happiness ; and let it comfort 
you.' 

* Comfort ! for me !' she rejoined, opening her 
eyes on him for a moment. * Never again in this 
Ufe !' 

And poor Caroline Dawkes turned her face 
down upon the sofa-cushion, to moan out the an- 
guish that seemed as if it must kill her there and 
then. 

The dusk of evening had come on before Mr. 
Kage went down to take his departure. He en- 
countered Major Dawkes in the hall, who was 
then entering. They turned together into the 
Major's study. 

* This is a very strange and sad event,' ob- 
served Thomas Kage. 

* It is the strangest thing that ever happened 
in this world,' returned the Major ; * and the sad- 
dest too — for my wife's sake.' 

* You can throw no light upon it, I suppose ; 
or conjecture what can have been the cause of 
death ?' 

* I ! I am the least likely to of anybody,' spoke 
the Major with volubility. * I never saw the child 
but once yesterday, so far as I can remember ; and 
I have been taxing my memory over it. That was 
in the morning. He went out with Judith, I hear. 
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in the carriage in the afternoon ; but I know no- 
thing about it personally. I was shut up in my 
study the best part of the day, writing letters and 
going over ac — ' 

A movement of Mr. Kage's caused the Major 
to stop. Looking quickly behind him, he saw the 
gray face of his sister. And it certainly wore a 
scared expression — an expression that she seemed 
unable to keep under. A hasty greeting — ^which 
the Major never looked in her face to give — and 
he went on with what he had been saying. 

* I am telling Kage that I never saw the boy 
but once yesterday, Keziah ; never saw him at all, 
in fact, after the morning. It is most unfortunate. 
Not that my seeing him could have shown me 
what was to happen, or prevented it. As ill-luck 
had it, too, I did not sleep at home last night. 

A slight movement of surprise in Mr. Kage's 
eyes. No other answer. 

* Of course I'd give a good deal not to have 
been out last night. I've not done it for ages. 
Things are sure to happen crossly. After leaving 
your chambers, Kage, I went up to Briscoe's. We 
sat late at cards, and he gave me a bed. My wife 
had seemed very poorly when I left her, and I did 
not care to go home when it got so late, lest she 
should hear me and be disturbed. I came round 
betimes this morning, knowing of the day's jour- 
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ney; and before I had been five minutes in the 
house, the alarm took place. When Judith came 
in, saying something was the matter with the 
child, and then called me out to whisper he was 
dead, I thought she must be saying it for a 
farce.' 

Keziah Dawkes drew a long deep breath, as if 
of relief. ' 0, Bamaby dear ! and have you no idea 
of the cause of death ?' 

' What I thmk is this. That the child's late 
illness, or something connected with it, must have 
been the cause; and that the doctors were mis- 
taken in supposing he had recovered.' 

* Yes, yes ; it must have been so,' sighed Keziah. 

* Possibly so,' admitted Mr. Kage, speaking 
slowly. * There seems to be no other way of ac- 
counting for it. I fear it will have a sad effect on 
Mrs. Dawkes.' 

'For a time,' said the Major, showing a long 
face. ' But she'll get over it after a bit ; she'll get 
over it. Other mothers do.' 

A coroner's inquest would have to be held on 
the child : very much to the resentment of Major 
and Mrs. Dawkes. More to that of the former, 
however, than of the latter. But for his enlarging 
in his wife's presence on the degradation of Tom's 
being 4nquested,' as though he were a common 
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pauper's child, she would never have thought of 
it, one way or the other. Major Dawkes's resent- 
ment, however, could not stop the law's demands ; 
and an inquest was fixed for the Thursday after- 
noon, the child having been found dead on the 
Wednesday. Early on Thursday morning the 
doctors made the post-mortem examination; and 
they came to the astounding conclusion that the 
child had died from some narcotic poison — say 
opium. An overdose of opium. 

The first frantic violence of Mrs. Dawkes's grief 
had spent itself, and on this morning, Thursday, 
she was tolerably calm — calm, save for a restless 
nervousness that prevented her from being still. 
Her medical attendants recommended her to re- 
main in bed ; but Mrs. Dawkes paid no heed to 
them, and by ten o'clock she was up, and in her 
dressing-room; which was, in fact, a kind of 
boudoir. 

Here she sat, the breakfast -tray before her, 
making believe to sip her tea, and to bite small 
morsels of the thin toast. Major Dawkes had 
breakfasted below as usual, and was just now 
closeted in the dining-room with the two doctors 
who had been making the examination. On com- 
ing from the room above, they had requested to 
see him, and were shown in to him in the dining- 
room. Major Dawkes was not holding the doctors 
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in much favour just now, for they were at the root 
of this, to him, offensive proceeding, the calling of 
the inquest. In the absence of all certainty as to 
the cause of death, they had declined to give the 
requisite certificate. 

Never for a moment, save during the intervals 
when she slept the sleep of exhaustion, was her 
child's image absent from Mrs. Dawkes's mental 
sight, or its memory &om her heart. It seemed 
to her that Heaven had been bitterly unkind ; and 
the more she told herself it was wrong to think so, 
the more she thought it. 

' Only two days ago, and he was with me in 
this very room,' she moaned; ^prattling to me 
while I ate my breakfast. I divided a bit of my 
toast between us, him and me. Judith, standing 
by, said hot buttered toast was not good for him. 
my boy, my boy !' 

Fry came in with an expression of face that 
attracted even the attention of her desolate mis- 
tress. It was a mixture of intense surprise, of 
puzzled curiosity, and of mortification. 

* What is the matter T asked Mrs. Dawkes. 

The matter was this. The doctors, having to 
ask two or three questions bearing on the con- 
clusion they had come to regarding the death of 
the child, had chosen to put them to Fry, knowing 
she was in a degree a confidential servant, and had 
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caused her to be called in. There Fry learnt — ^but 
she was the only one of the household to whom it 
was suffered to transpire — ^that the death was the 
result of opium. The declaration displeased Fry 
beyond everything: she had formed her opinion 
that the child had died in a fit, and would not part 
with it easily. 

* It's a nice thing they are saying now, ma'am,* 
replied Fry in answer to her mistress, closing the 
door softly and speaking in a covert tone. *It 
wouldn't be doctors if they didn't have some 
crotchet to invent. What he died of, sweet child, 
was a fit, and nothing else.' 

Mrs. Dawkes paused in some surprise. ' Why, 
what do they say it was, then ?' 

*They say he was poisoned, ma'am. Least- 
ways that he took something that was as good as 
poison ; senseless idiots !' 

* They — say — ^he — was — ^poisoned !' echoed Mrs* 
Dawkes, leaning forward in her chair with dilat- 
ing eyes. ' Take care what you assert, Fry.' 

' I think it's them should be told to take care 
of that, ma'am,' was Fry's rather resentful answer* 
* They declare he must have died from taking an 
over-dose of opium ; which amounts to pretty nigh 
the same thing as saying he was poisoned. I'd 
like to ask them who was likely to give him 
opium. There was not such a thing as a drop 
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in the house ; but doctors must have their say. 
It was a fit.' 

A faint noise, curious in its sound, caused Fry- 
to turn sharply. She had been putting the break- 
fast-things together while she talked. Was her 
mistress going to have a fit ? She looked like it. 

* Opium ! He died from opium ! Do they say 
that V 

' They do, ma'am. They are telling the Major 
of it now in the dining-room ; but I don't believe 
it's true.' 

With a face white as ashes, — ^with hands lifted 
up before her as if to ward oflf some dreadful blow, — 
with a strange terror pervading her whole aspect, 
stood Mrs. Dawkes. 

* But— but— ' 

Not another syllable. Utterance failed; and 
she fell back on the seat in a dead faint. 

* And enough to make her, poor dear, when such 
atrocious things 'can be said of her own child !' 
ejaculated the sympathising Fry, flying to the 
rescue. 

When the coroner's inquest met in the after- 
noon, the medical men declared their opinion — 
that the child had died from the eflfect of some 
narcotic, probably opium. Judith, as nurse, was 
very sharply questioned — turned inside out, as 
may be said — as to what food the child had taken 
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the evening of the day preceding his death. She 
was to the full as indignant as Fry — more so, in- 
deed, at their supposing anything of the kind could 
have found its way to him by any chance whatever ; 
but Judith, unlike Fry, was not loud. Swallowing 
down her tears and striving for calmness, she was 
very quiet and respectful, only insisting upon it 
that the doctors must be wrong. Neither bit nor 
drop had approached the child's lips but what she 
herself had given him — saving a small bit of his 
mamma's buttered toast in the morning, which 
both she and her mistress had watched him eat. 

*He never was out of my sight during the 
whole day for one minute, gentlemen,' she earn- 
estly reiterated to the jury ; * and I can take my 
oath that he had nothing but his ordinary and. 
proper food. The doctors say that what he took 
to harm him must have been taken at night ; but 
after his tea at five o'clock, which was bread-and- 
milk, he had nothing whatever — except the dessert- 
spoonful of physic when he was undressed ; and the 
doctors know that that couldn't have hurt him, for 
it was their own physic, sent in by themselves, and 
he had been taking it for two or three days.' 

Judith's simplicity and earnest manner made 
its own favourable impression on the coroner's 
court. Major Dawkes, who was present, testified 
that she was a truthful, faithful servant, valued by 
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her mistress, and fond almost to idolatry of the 
child. The medicine-bottle, remaining in its place 
on the mantelpiece with the one dose left in it, 
had been examined at once by the medical men, 
and fonnd to be exactly as they had sent it in — 
right and proper and harmless medicine. In fact, 
so far as reliable testimony went, nothing conld be 
more clearly proved than that the child had taken 
nothing improper ; and, moreover, that there had 
positively occurred no opportunity whatever for 
anything else to be administered to him. 

No one could have had access to him. When 
the child was in bed — and the nurse testified that 
he fell asleep almost as she laid his head on the 
pillow — she, Judith, had remained in the room. 
Closing the door between the two nurseries, she 
had set to work to turn out her drawers and pack 
up her own things, all of which were in the bed- 
room. The child never stirred, she said ; he was 
sleeping sound and fast. Of course, it was now 
known that he was in the sleep of stupor, passing 
quietly on to death. At ten o'clock — she heard 
the hour strike from the churches— she ran down- 
stairs for her supper — some bread-and-butter. 
Bringing it up on a plate, she went on arranging 
her things, and went to bed between eleven and 
twelve. 

A juryman interrupted to inquire how long she 
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remained downstairs, and whether any one mean- 
while could have had access to the child. 

' I was not down two minutes, sir,' was Judith's 
answer; ' and no one could have had access to the 
child. Only my mistress was upstairs — she was 
in bed in her own room ; and the Major was not 
at home. It happened that I saw every one of 
the servants downstairs, except Eichard ; and I've 
heard since that he had gone out on business for 
his master.' 

Major Dawkes nodded a corroboration of this. 
Before going out himself that evening, he had 
given his servant Bichard a commission to execute 
out of doors. 

* No one can regret more than myself that I 
should have been absent on this particular even- 
ing and night,' added the Major with some natural 
emotion, * It was getting on for nine o'clock when 
I left home. I had business with Mr. Kage the 
barrister, and went down to his chambers in the 
Temple. I slept at Captain Briscoe's, and got 
home between seven and eight in the morning.' 

* So that, personally, you know nothing of the 

■ 

sad event. Major Dawkes ?' spoke the coroner with 
civility. 

* Nothing whatever, I am sorry to say, I con- 
sider my absence most unfortunate. Not that, had 
I been at home, I could have done any good, or 
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prevented the death. The chances are — nay, I 
may say the certainty — that I should not have 
known of it one moment earlier than I did ; but 
I nevertheless regret that it shonld have fallen 
out so.' 

^ Did the child appear to you to be as weU and 
lively as usual that day, Major Dawkes ?' 

^ Quite so ; what little I saw of him. I did 
not see him at all after the morning. Once or 
twice, in passing to my bedroom, I heard him 
chattering to his nurse, the two shut up in the 
nursery ; but I did not see him myself during the 
latter part of the day.' 

* Can you at all account for this fact — that he 
must have taken opium ?' 

* So little can I account for it, that when the 
medical men informed me it was the case, I could 
not, and did not, believe them. Even now I am 
loth to admit it ; for it seems to me absolutely 
impossible that the child could have been brought 
into contact with any opium, or taken it. His 
nurse, as you have heard, says she never quitted 
him at all ; and I believe it to have been so. She 
is a perfectly reliable woman.' 

The coroner and jury were evidently at a non- 
plus. Judith was recalled, and told to re-state 
minutely the events of the evening from and after 
the boy's tea-time. Particularly was she pressed 
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upon the point, whether she was positive she did 
not lose sight of him at all before he was in 
bed ; one of the jury remarking that children were 
apt to taste at anything they came near if not 
watched ; his were. 

*We had tea together, in the nursery, gen- 
tlemen — ^him and me,' said Judith in obedience. 
'Both of us had bread-and-milk : it's what I'm 
fond of, having been brought up in the country, 
where milk's a plenty. Little Tom read to me 
after tea — it was what he liked doing — first a fairy 
tale, and next a Bible story. Soon after seven, 
his mamma's bell rang for him to go down to her. 
I took him ; and my mistress began talking to me 
about the morrow's journey. We stayed there ten 
minutes maybe, or a quarter of an hour. I went 
back with him then, and soon undressed him — ' 

* Was he as lively as usual ?' came the inter- 
ruption. 

' Yes, that he was, sir — talking about the 
Eock — and didn't want to go to bed. But when 
I told him how tired he'd be on the morrow, and 
what a long way it was, he said no more. He 
was the most tractable child a body could have to 
do with — as good as gold. He said his prayers at 
my knee ; and I gave him his spoonful of physic ; 
and then he got drowsy, and I put him into bed. 
Nobody came near him, gentlemen; and there was 
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not the smalleBt chance that anybody could come. 
After he was in bed, I shut myself into his room, 
and began putting the things together, as IVe 
already said.' 

' Did any of the servants come up during this 
time ?' asked a juryman. 

* I don't know, sir. They might have come 
into the day-nursery without my hearing them. 
I don't think they did; for I noticed nothing 
touched in the room when I got back to it.' 

* Were the servants in the habit of coming 
up?' resumed the same juryman. 

' Sometimes they'd come and talk a bit. None 
of them came that evening, sir, that I know 
of.' 

' If all the servants came to the nursery after 
the boy was out of it, it could make no difference 
to the question at issue,' interposed the coroner 
impatiently. * So far as the testimony goes, — and 
it seems to me that we may rely upon it, — neither 
person nor thing could have approached the boy 
to harm him.' 

' I am certain that it didn't,' answered Judith, 
hot tears gathering in her eyes. 

There appeared to be no farther evidence to 
sift — nothing more to be learnt. The case pre- 
sented a shroud of impenetrable mystery; and 
after some discussion, the coroner and jury were 
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fain to give it up as a bad job, and return their 
verdict : 

* Died from opium ; but how administered, 
there is no evidence to show.' 

And little Tom Canterbury's body was buried 
in Brompton cemetery, his soul having departed 
with the angels. And Major Dawkes was a free 
man again, and a wealthy one. 



CHAPTEE IX. 

THE POSTERN-DOOR. 

The wild wind was whistling and booming round 
the station at Chilling as the train came rushing 
along in the dusk of a fine evening, when autumn 
was merging itself into winter. Time, working 
its changes and changes, had extended still far- 
ther the branch of the Aberton railway; and Chil- 
ling itself had a station now. It was not much more 
than a bleak little shed and a telegraph-box ; but 
Chilling was proud of it, and at least three trains 
a-day stopped there. 

It brought freight this time. Out of one first- 
class compartment stepped Thomas Kage, out of 
another Mrs. Dunn — Lydia Canterbury in the 
days gone by ; neither of whom had known that 
the other was in the train. It sometimes happens 
so. Both of them had come down unexpectedly 
— that is, unknown to their Mends in Chilling. 
A soUtary fly was waiting outside. Mrs. Dunn 
made for it in haste, lest anybody else should 
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appropriate it first, and was calling out to the 
porter to bring her luggage, when Thomas Kage 
went up to her. 

* Goodness me !' cried she in her oflf-hand 
manner, * what brings you here ?' 

*I have come down on a little business,' he 
answered. *I did not know you were in the train.' 

* I'm sure I did not know you were. I wish 
I had known it. Would you like a seat in the 
fly ? I am going to surprise them at Thomhedge 
Villa ; they don't know of my coming.' 

* No, thank you. I shall see you soon.' 

The fly, laden with its luggage, was rattled 
oflf. Mrs. Dunn ordered it to stop at Chilling 
Kectory ; it lay in the line of route to Thomhedge 
Villa; and indeed, in her usual free-and-easy 
independence, she had not quite made up her 
mind which dwelling to honour with a visit first. 
Thomas Kage thought she must have come to sur- 
prise some of them with a tolerably long sojourn, 
as he looked after the pile of boxes on the fly's 
roof. 

Turning away, he found himself greeted by a 
respectable, portly man, wearing the black clothes 
and white necktie of an upper servant. Mr. Kage 
knew the face, but could not remember where he 
had seen it. 

* Neel, sir ; butler at the Kock.' 
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'To be sure,' said Mr. Elage. *I remember 
Mrs. Dawkes told me yon remained at the Bock.' 

* Yes, sir. They wanted a responsible person 
to take charge at the Bock daring their long ab- 
sences from it, what with the valuable paintings 
and furniture, so I have stayed ; and the Major 
took on a London butler up there, who robbed 
them frightfully, we hear.' 

' Is Mrs. Dawkes staying at the Bock now ?' 

* She is, sir. She has never been away from 
it since she came down when the poor Httle heir 
died in the summer. I think she is very ill, sir.' 

* I will see her to-morrow,' said Mr. Kage. 

He walked away with Neel's last words ring- 
ing in his ears, carrying his small travelling-bag 
in his hand — for he had the same propensity to 
wait on himself as of yore, when practicable. He 
had not seen Mrs. Dawkes since the day of the 
child's funeral, for she had quitted London im- 
mediately. Twice he had written to her at the 
Bock, friendly notes of inquiry as to her health 
and welfare ; but Mrs. Dawkes had not answered 
either. When he met the Major in town^ as would 
happen sometimes by chance, he was told Mrs. 
Dawkes was pretty well, and enjoying the country. 

During the long vacation a matter of pressing 
business connected with Lord Hartledon had taken 
Mr. Kage first to Switzerland and then to Scot- 
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land. He returned to London in October, was 
up to his eyes in business for a fortnight, and 
had now travelled down to Chilling for a specific 
purpose — to ask Millicent Canterbury to be his 
wife. 

Turning into the modest inn, the Canterbury 
Arms, he washed some of the dust off him, changed 
his coat, bespoke a bed, and then went forth again ; 
for he wished to put the question at rest without 
delay. Taking the nearest way to Thornhedge 
Villa — the Miss Canterburys' residence since their 
father's ill-omened second marriage — he was en- 
tering the garden-gate, when a young lady, run- 
ning up with fleet footsteps from the opposite 
direction, nearly ran against him. 

'MiUicent!' 

She gave a Uttle scream of surprise, and started 
in the dusk from the extended hand. But it was 
truly and veritably Thomas Kage — ^his voice, his 
hand, himself — and Miss Millicent timidly begged 
his pardon, and blushed like a schoolgirl. 

*It has so surprised me. There's scarcely 
any one in the world I should have less thought 
of seeing than you. I have been to the schools,' 
Millicent added rapidly, as if wishing to cover 
some agitation that she was very conscious her 
manner betrayed. * My sister Jane is not strong, 
and I take the trouble of the schools from her.' 
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' I think there is another surprise in store 
for you. What would you say if I told you your 
sister is here ?' 

'Mrs. Kufort?' asked Millicent, looking to- 
wards the windows of the house. 

* Mrs. Dunn.' 
'Impossible!' 

* Quite possible, and quite true/ said Thomas 
Eage. 

* But she is in Germany. We are beginning 
to think she intends to take up her abode there 
for good.' 

* I think she must be intending to take it up 
here for good. I judge by the trunks that have 
come with her.' 

Millicent laughed. He explained about the 
meeting as they walked along. In point of fact, 
Mrs. Dunn, obeying one of her many sudden 
whims, had taken it into her head to quit Ger- 
many, and come down to see her relatives. The 
writing to inform them she had looked upon as 
quite superfluous. 

Millicent's pulses were beating. Hers had in 
truth been a lasting love, enduring through many 
years and no encouragement. No encouragement, 
at least, that she could take hold of, though now 
and again stray tones and looks, in their rare 
meetings, might have whispered hope to her heart. 
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* You have not seen Mrs. Dawkes lately 7 ob- 
served Millicent. 

* Not since her child died. What a blow that 
was!' 

* A worse one for her than we can even ima- 
gine, I fear/ said Millicent. * She looks fearfully 
ill; but we very rarely meet. You have come 
down, I suppose, to see her T 

* Not so. I came down, Millicent, to see you.' 
A hot blush in her face, a startled look, visi- 
ble even in the dim twilight. Mr. Kage touched 
her arm, and drew her down a side-path they were 
passing. 

* Let us walk here for a few minutes, Millicent.' 

Seated by her dressing-room fire, with little 
prevision of the surprises in store for her, was 
Olive Canterbury. The door opened softly, and 
Millicent came in. 

* Olive, will you go into the drawing-room?' 
she said. * Some one is there.' 

*Who is it, Leta?' asked Miss Canterbury, 
wondering what could have sent the young lady's 
face into its scarlet glow. 

* Thomas K^ge. He came down by train. 
He wants to see you.' 

Down sat Millicent as she spoke : she was not 
wanted in the drawing-room. Olive Canterbury 
VOL. in. L 
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took notice of the signs — of the faltering tones 
and the downcast eyes — drew her conclusions, and 
passed out of the room with a stately step. As 
to Mrs. Dunn, she had gone out of Leta's mind 
wholesale. 

' Your visit is unexpected, but I am very glad 
to see you,' said Olive, shaking Mr. Kage's hand 
heartily, for he was a great favourite of hers. 

' My visit is to Millicent,' he answered, plung- 
ing at once into the matter that had brought him 
down. * I have come to ask her to be my wife. 
I should have asked it long ago, but that briefs 
did not come in so quickly as I wished. They 
have taken a turn for the better of late.' 

* And what does Millicent say T 

* Millicent ran away and said nothing,' he 
-answered with a smile ; * nothing very decisive, at 
any rate. So I called out that I had better see 
you.' 

* A good sign,' laughed Miss Canterbury. ' I 
fancy you and Leta have understood each other for 
some time,' she added. *I know I used to think 
so when we were in London.' 

* Tacitly, I believe we have ; and I hope Milli- 
cent has understood why it was only tacitly. I 
was too poor to speak.' 

* Millicent's fortune would have helped you on, 
Mr. Kage.' 
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*It is that fortune which has kept me from 
her/ he repKed. 

' It need not. It is only ten thousand pounds.' 

Thomas Kage raised his eyes, bright with 
amusement, to Miss Canterbury's face. * Only 
ten thousand ! A very paltry sum, no doubt, to 
the Miss Canterburys, reared to their hundreds of 
thousands, but a Golconda to a struggling bar- 
rister.' 

* Reared to their hundreds of thousands ; yes !' 
retorted Miss Canterbury, with a swelling heart, 
* but not enjoying them.' 

Sitting down, he went briefly over his position 
with her ; showing her what his present income 
was ; saying how greatly the bequest of the two 
houses from Mrs. Garston had helped him on. 
He should scarcely think himself justified yet in 
removing to the larger of the two, according to the 
wish expressed by his kind old friend, he said; 
but Millicent should decide the point for herself. 
Both of them evidently took her consent to the 
marriage for granted. Miss Canterbury asked him 
to stay and partake of dinner, without ceremony. 

But ere that meal could be announced, even 
now as they were talking together, up dashed Mrs. 
Dunn's fly, with part of the luggage, taking the 
house by storm. The other part had been left at 
the Rectory, for she meant to divide her time be- 
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tween them, she told Olive. Olive was delighted 
to see her ; it seemed an age since they met. 

Not a greater contrast than of yore did the 
three sisters present, sitting down to dinner to- 
gether. Olive, lofty in mind, lofty in manner, tall, 
handsome, always self-possessed; Lydia Dnniiy 
stout, restless, an inveterate talker; Millicent, 
much younger than either, quiet and graceftil. 
But Millicent would never see twenty-seven again. 
Time passes swiftly : year follows year, each with 
a more rapid wing than its precursor. Miss 
Canterbury took as usual the head of her table, 
requesting Thomas Kage to face her. 

^ Now then, Mr. Kage, I am going to cross - 
question you,' impatiently began Mrs. Dunn, the 
instant the servants had left them alone after 
dinner. * Who gave the poison to that child, 

little Tom Canterbury T 

* That is a problem I cannot solve,' was his 

reply. 

* You were on the spot at the time.' 

* I was in London.' 

* And I abroad,' pursued Mrs. Dunn in a tone 
of much resentment. * It was a dreadful occur- 
rence ; and all the information I could gain of it 
was by letters or hearsay. Do you tell me the 
particulars. I had a great mind to come over and 
ascertain them for myself; but it would have ans- 
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wered no end. Begin at the beginning, please. 
Had he been iU ?' 

* He had been dangerously ill with inflamma- 
tion of the chest, but was getting better ; in fact, 
was nearly well,' said Mr. Kage, obeying her im- 
plicitly, and recalling the facts. *Mrs. Dawkes 
was about to take him to the Bock for change of 
air. That same morning, the one they ought to 
have started, he was found dead in his bed.' 

* And had died from a dose of opium. But 
now, who gave it him T 

' The facts were shrouded in mystery,' con- 
tinued Mr. Kage, * and the coroner's jury returned 
an open verdict. The nurse was perfectly trust- 
worthy, and the child had not been out of her sight 
the whole of the previous day. She undressed 
him, gave him his regular medicine, and put him 
into his bed by the side of her own. She heard 
nothing of him in the night ; and in the morning, 
when she came to take him up, he was dead.' 

* What was that medicine ?' suspiciously asked 
Mrs. Dunn. 

* Harmless, proper medicine, as was proved at 
the inquest. He had been taking a dessert-spoon- 
ful of it three times a-day.' 

* Some one must have got into the bedroom 
and administered the poison; that's clear,' said 
Mrs. Dunn. * The nurse Judith was trustworthy ; 
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I'll give her that due. She was one of the house- 
maids at the Kock before we left it, or my father 
had made a simpleton of himself by marrying that 
flighty child Caroline Eage. When the changes 
came, and the new baby was bom, Judith became 
its nurse. Yes, she was to be trusted. But some- 
body must have got into the chamber while she 
slept.' 

* No one went in ; that seems to have been 
certain,' observed Mr. Ejtge. 

* 0, ay, I know it was so asserted,' contemptu- 
ously returned Mrs. Dunn ; * but the boy could 
not have found a bottle of laudanum in his bed, 
uncorked ready for use, and swallowed it down* 
It does not stand to reason, Mr. Elage.' 

^Judith deposed that she never left the room 
for more than a couple of minutes after the boy 
was in bed, and then no one could have got to him. 
She put up some things that would be wanted for 
the journey in the morning, and then went to bed 
herself, the doors being locked ; and they were so 
locked when she rose in the morning. No per- 
son could have entered.' 

^ Well, all I know is, that poison cannot be 
taken into a child's mouth without its being put 
there ; and you are the first person that ever I 
heard say it cptdd, Mr. £age.' 

He glanced at the angry lady with a spice of 
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merriment; but for the grave subject, he might 
have laughed outright. * Did I say it could, Mrs. 
Dunn r 

' Just as good, when you assert that nobody 
was near him but Judith.' 

^ Judith never left him ; that appears to be a 
fact,' interposed Miss Canterbury, speaking for 
the firgt time. ' The medical men thought the 
poison had been taken about evening tinie, did 
they not, Mr. Kage ?' 

Thomas Eage nodded.^ 

* Now, Olive, pray let me speak,' broke in her 
impatient sister. * You were in the way of hearing 
about it at the time, remember. Mr. Eage, I want 
to know what your opinion is — ^how did he come 
by the poison ? Do you suspect any one of hav- 
ing given it to him ? Answer me frankly amidst 
ourselves.' 

' Frankly speaking, Mrs. Dunn, I cannot ans- 
wer you. As to suspecting any one — ^No. The 
child seems to have been so entirely encompassed 
about by protection, that I do not see how it was 
possible for harm, whether in the shape of man- 
kind or womankind, to approach him. The mat- 
ter to me appears to be one of those mysteries that 
cannot be accounted for.' 

'Then you positively know nothing more to 
tell me !' cried the exasperated Mrs. Dunn* 
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* I really do not.' 

' Well, I'm sure I never heard of such a thing. 
So unsatisfactory ! Where's Judith now ?' 

* Judith took another situation afterwards,' said 
Miss Canterbury. * Somewhere in Essex, I think.' 

* Mrs. Dawkes has been a fine gainer. The 
death gave her all the splendid Canterbury for- 
tune.' 

* Hush, Lydia !' interrupted Olive. * However 
much we may have felt disposed to cast previous 
reflections on Mrs. Dawkes, we can but have the 
sincerest sympathy for her in her great misfortune. 
I believe she idolised the child.' 

* She was very fond of him,' said Mr. Kige, 
' and her grief was pitiable to witness. She clung 
round me, and asked if I could not bring him back 
to life. Fry sent for me in the afternoon, and 
I found Caroline almost beside herself. Major 
Dawkes had gone out, about some of the necessary 
arrangements, they said, and she was alone. She 
clung to me, as I tell you, in a sad state ; I hardly 
knew what to do with her.' 

* She came down to the Kock, a mere skeleton, 
the day after the funeral,' remarked Miss Canter- 
bury. * We were shocked when we called upon 
her. She briefly and shrinkingly told us the par- 
ticulars, tallying with what you have now related, 
and said she should never recover the blow during 
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life. I thought, as she spoke, that she little knew 
how time heals the worst pangs ; but I fear my 
thoughts were too fast, for she does not recover 
either strength or spirits. We scarcely ever see 
her ; there seems to be an unwillingness on her 
part to receive visitors, and she leads a very se- 
cluded life. I do not think it can be good for 
her.' 

' The Major passes most of his time in Lon- 
don,' abruptly remarked Thomas Kage. 

'He passes it somewhere,' replied Miss Can- 
terbury ; * he is rarely at the Eock.' 

*At any rate, he has gained by the bargain,' 
cried the incorrigible Mrs. Dunn. * It is a mag- 
nificent fortune for him to have dropped into, all 
unexpectedly, through the demise of a little step- 
son.' 

* It is his wife who has dropped into it, not 
he,' remarked Miss Canterbury. 

' As if he did not have the fingering of it !' re- 
torted Mrs. Dunn. 

And Thomas Kage drew in his lips, compress- 
ing them to silence. Fingering, ay I 

* Keziah Dawkes, that sister of his, lives with 
her, I hear,' said Mrs. Dunn. 'Austin Eufort 
told me. A nice wet blanket she must be, judg- 
ing by her face, to live with an invalid !' 

' A cold, gray, hard-looking woman,' acquiesced 
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Olive Canterbury, . ' Caroline comes abroad but 
rarely; when she does, it is but to walk or drive 
to her mother's cottage and home again ; and 
Miss Dawkes is always with her like her shadow. 
Poor Caroline seems as though she could never 
more find comfort in life ; it is a sadness painful 
to look upon.' 

' my goodness ! And what satisfaction has 
the fortune brought her, that she so schemed for?' 
cried Lydia Dunn. ' Only a few short years, and 
to have it believed that there's no more comfort 
for her in life! And her mother — the worse 
plotter of the two — a nice miserable object she is, 
by all account ! Austin Bufort came in from see- 
ing her this afternoon while I was there. We are 
better off than they are, with all their wealth. As 
to that Dawkes, Mrs. Garston knew what she was 
about when she left her fortune away from him. 
She was an insolent old woman to the last, though. 
Fancy a Bible and Prayer-book the legacy to me, 
and to Olive a case of diamonds ! I'm sick of the 
world at times. Let us go to the drawing-room, 
if nobody wants to take anything more.' 

In her unceremonious fashion, she rose at once 
and went away. When Mr. Kage followed them, 
he found Millicent alone near the fire ; her sisters 
were at the far end of the room, examining some 
presents brought by Mrs* Dunn from Germany. 
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' Millicent, I have had no direct answer, re- 
member/ he said in a low tone. 'But I am easy 
on the score; for I know the signs of rejection 
well, and you do not wear them.' 

' Have you been rejected, that you know them 
well?' 

* Once — ^years ago.' 

* By Caroline Kage ?' she whispered. 

* Even so. I thought you must have known it 
at the time. I loved her, Millicent ; how deeply, 
matters little now, and has not mattered since that 
time. She broke the spell too rudely.' 

* When she left you to marry my father — or 
rather, his fortune; for that was what in truth 
she married. But she did love you, Thomas : I 
saw it then ; and she continued to love you, or I 
am mistaken, after papa's death.' 

He knew she had. But he was strictly honour- 
able ; and that love and its acknowledgment would 
be buried within the archives of his own breast for 
ever. 

' I shall not make you the less fond husband, 
Millicent, for having indtdged a dream in the days 
gone by.' 

She felt that to be true. But there's a dash of 
coquetry in all women, and will be to the end of 
time. Millicent affected to doubt* 

' If Major Dawkes were to die to-morrow, leav- 
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ing Caroline free, you might wish then you had 
not spoken to me.' 

Mr. Eage looked at her. 

' That contingency has arisen once — ^when your 
father died.' 

No answer. 

* Millicent, seeing as I see now, loving one of 
you as I do now, and not the other, were you and 
Caroline standing before me for my choice, and 
she^had never been else than free, never a wife, it 
is you I should take. Time has worked its changes 
within me, as well as in life's events. My darling, 
you need not doubt me !' 

'Her hand was sheltered in his ; a sweet smile 
parted her lips ; and on her cheek, partly turned 
from him, shone a bright glow of rose-colour. 

It was rather cruel abruptly to interrupt the 
interview ; and perhaps Olive Canterbury herself 
thought so, but she had no other resource. A 
servant had come in, bringing a note for Mr. Kage, 
marked ' Immediate.' He wondered who could be 
writing to him there and then ; but when he looked 
at the superscription, he saw it was from Mrs. 
Dawkes. 

' Open your note, Mr. Kage ; don't stand on 
ceremony.' 

He was opening it as Mrs. Dunn spoke. She 
watched him, feeling curious. It contained a re- 
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quest, than which none more earnest had ever been 
penned, that he would go at once to the Bock, 
would return with the messenger, and not speak 
of it to any one. 

* Who has brought this ?' he asked of the ser- 
vant. 

' It's Fry, sir, Mrs. Dawkes's maid. She is 
waiting at the door ; she'd not come in.' 

With a word of apology to Miss Canterbury for 
his departure, but none of explanation, Mr. Kage 
withdrew. Outside he found Pry. She said that 
Mrs. Dawkes wanted to see him for something 
very particular indeed, if he would be so kind as 
go back to the Kock with her. Mr. Kage acqui- 
esced, and they proceeded on the way together. 

' I hear your mistress is not in a good state of 
health,' he observed. 

^ She's just in that state, sir, that unless a 
change takes place more speedier than it's pos- 
sible, she will not last long,' was the maid's ans- 
wer. 

He was deeply shocked, but he made no com- 
ment ; though he could not but think there was 
something unreasonable in her thus grieving to 
death for the loss of a fragile child. 

' Is the Major at the Bock just now ?' he in- 
quired. 

' No, sir. His sister is with us ; she came 
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down here the day following the one me and my 
mistress came^ and she has never gone away since. 
As to the Major, it's not often he troubles the 
Rock.' 

' But with his wife in this precarious state ?' 
debated Thomas Eage. 

* 0, as to that, my poor, mistress would as lieve 
have his room as his company. They are not too 
good friends, sir.* 

Pry gave her head a toss in the starlight. It 
seemed evident that she was not too good a friend 
of the Major's either. Mr. Kage said nothing. 

* My mistress has been wanting to see you so 
much, sir, that she was talking of sending to Lon- 
don for you,' resumed Fry. * When I told her to- 
night that you were at Chilling, she said it was 
nothing but a Providence that had brought you 
down.' 

* How did you know I was here ?' 

* Neel brought me word, sir. He went to the 
station after a parcel of books Miss Dawkes ex- 
pected, and saw you there. I went round to the 
inn first, and they said they thought you had gone 
to Miss Canterbury's.' 

' Is it the grieving for the child that has brought 
your mistress into this sad state of health ?' 

' It can't be anything else, sir. She has never 
looked up, so to say, since he was put into his 
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grave. Not that she ever speaks of it, eren to 
me. I have yentored once or twice to say that 
she ought not to let it prey upon her mind so, as 
the dear little boy is better off; but she answers 
nothing — only tells me to hold my tongue.' 

* She wants cheerful society, and change.' 

' Just what I say, sir,' returned Fry. * Always 
alone, and brooding upon it, it stands to reason 
that she can't shake it off. I'm sure the way she 
tosses and turns and moans in her sleep is enough 
to make her ill, let alone anything else. I sleep 
in her room now, sir. The day the inquest took 
place in London, she says to me, " Fry, get a bed 
put up in my room to-night ; I am ill, and may 
want attendance in the night." Since that she 
has never let me go out of her room again. If 
she moves her room — and she has twice since she 
came to the Eock — ^my bed has to be moved too.' 

' Is Miss Dawkes a suflficiently cheerful com- 
panion for your mistress ?' asked Mr. Kage, a 
doubtful accent in his voice. 

' Well, sir, I believe she does her best to amuse 
her. But my mistress sits a great deal alone in 
her own rooms, where she won't always admit Miss 
Dawkes : she never liked her, and that's the fact.' 

Walking quickly, they had approached the Rock, 
and were close to the front entrance. Fry took a 
sudden detour to the right. 
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'This way, if you please, sir,' she whispered. 

' This way !' echoed Mr. Kage ; for the way led 
direct into the wilderness of trees that bordered 
the south wing of the Bock. * Wherefore ?' 

* It's all right, sir.' 

Glancing back at the house, he saw how dull 
it looked; scarcely any lights to be seen in its 
windows : just like the dwelling of one who lives 
a sick life, secluded from the world. Fry plunged 
into a labyrinth of trees, and Mr. Kage followed her. 

* My mistress does not wish your visit to her 
known, sir ; and I am going to take you in by the 
small iron postern-door in the south wing,' said 
Fry in a confidential tone. * A rare trouble I had 
to unlock it to-night, for it has never been used — 
no, nor opened either — since the time of young 
Mr. Edgar Canterbury. I thought I should have 
had to call Neel, but my mistress said do it my- 
self, if I could. You've heard of the door, sir, I 
daresay ; it opens on a staircase which leads right 
up to the rooms in the south wing : and Mr. Edgar 
used to steal in and out that way, when his father 
wanted to keep too tight a hand upon him. My 
mistress has changed her apartments for these. I 
didn't want her to. Edgar Canterbury died in 
them, and I thought it looked like a bad omen ; 
but Miss Dawkes said she was to go into them if 
she liked, and not be checked in such a trifle. 
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But for her being in them, I'm sure I don't know 
how ever you would have got to her to-night, sir, 
unbeknown.' 

^ To whom does Mrs. Dawkes not wish my visit 
known ?' he asked. ' To the servants ?' 

' Chiefly to Miss Dawkes, sir. But there's none 
of them she'd trust, except me and Neel ; they are 
all regular gossips. Mind your face, sir.' 

It all sounded mysterious enough, especially 
Fry's voice. The shrubs were dense just here, 
and the recommendation as to his face was con- 
nected with the spreading brambles, the door — a 
small iron door — ^being completely hidden by them. 
Pry dexterously fought her way to it, took a key 
from her pocket, and turned it in the lock. After 
a great deal of creaking and groaning, the door 
allowed itself to be pushed open. Mr. Kage saw 
a flight of narrow stairs, on one of which stood a 
lighted hand-lamp. 

' You must excuse the dust, sir. It's an inch 
thick.' 

Locking the door behind her, she took the 
lamp to light him up. At the top of the stairs 
another door had to be opened, and a dark closet 
passed through. This brought them to the habit- 
able part of the south wing. Crossing the richly- 
carpeted corridor, Thomas Kage found himself in 
the presence of Mrs. Dawkes. 

VOL. in. M 



CHAPTEE X. 

IN THE SOUTH WING. 

Shocked though Mr. Kage had been by Fry's 
account of her mistress's state, far, far more 
shocked was he to see her. The room was small 
but handsome, and replete with every comfort. 
Mrs. Dawkes sat on a sofa near the fire ; her 
features where white and attenuated, her cheeks 
and lips scarlet with inward fever, and a dark 
circle surrounded her wild bright eyes. The 
black-silk dress she wore sat loosely ; her beauti- 
ful golden hair, bound back by a bit of black 
ribbon, fell carelessly on her shoulders. She did 
not rise from the sofa, but held out both her 
hands to Thomas Eage. He advanced and took 
them in silence. 

'Fry,' said Mrs. Dawkes, bending aside to 
look beyond him, * remain in the room next the 
baize door. If she comes to the door, call out to 
her that I am not visible to-night ; but don't un- 
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lock it to answer her. I am too unwell to go 
down, say, and can see no one here.' 

* All right, ma'am,' answered Fry, as she went 
out and closed the door. 

Thomas Kage still retained her hands, looking 
the pity he would not express. He thought her 
culpably wrong to give way to this intense grief, 
but supposed it had become morbid. She gazed 
up into his face with a yearning look. 

' Years ago, in this very house,' she began, 
'you said that you would henceforth from that 
time be unto me as a brother, other relationship 
between us being barred. You said that if ever I 
were in need of a true friend, I was to apply to 
you. I have put aside the old feelings — ^I have 
indeed; but I want a friend. Will you be 
one ?' 

' You know I will, Caroline. Your best and 
truest friend : your brother.' 

He relinquished her hands, and sat down by 
her. 

' I have had a door put up — ^you might have 
seen it had you looked to the other end of the cor- 
ridor — a strong green-baize door that fastens in- 
side. I made the excuse that the apartments in 
this'wing were cold, and I would have them shut 
in from the draught.' 

It was not so much the words that struck upon 
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Thomas Kage as being unpleasantly singular ; it 
was the manner, the tone in which they were ut- 
tered. She spoke in a hushed whisper, and turned 
her eyes to diflferent parts of the room, as if in 
dread of being watched from the walls. 

' I think I dreamt of this evening — of your 
coming here,' she continued ; * I am sure it has 
been presented indistinctly to my mind. And I 
knew that I could not talk to you undisturbed, so 
I had the door put up for that, as well as to keep 
her out — and him, when he is down here.' 

*You — dreamt of this evening?' asked Thomas 
Kage, not catching distinctly the thread of the 
sense. 

* I seem to have foreseen it. I knew that I 
should need to see you before I die — for who else 
is there that I can trust? — and I knew that so 
long as she could get access to me there was no 
chance of any private conversation. Besides, I 
wanted to be alone, all to myself; away from the 
weariness of her continual presence, from her ob- 
servant eyes. She's a spy upon me. She is.' 

A strange fear came over Thomas Kage as he 
listened. Had she in any degree lost her mind ? 
Something in the words and the unconnected tone 
suggested the thought to him. But he was wrong. 
Highly feverish she was ; her mind restless, her 
manner nervous ; but nothing more. 
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' I know she is placed over me as a spy. I 
can see it, and so can Pry ; but I am now in that 
state of nervous weakness that any great scene of 
agitation might kill me, so I do not exert my au- 
thority to turn her out. But I am the Bock's 
mistress, and I will be as long as I live ; and I 
sent for the man, and gave my orders, and had 
the door put up.' 

' You speak of Miss Dawkes ?' 

* Yes. She watches me like a cat by night and 
by day. What do you think ? — she actually pro- 
posed to take Fry's place in my room at night. It 
was the first time he was down after we came here. 
That did arouse me. I t6ld him, that if his sister 
pushed herself too much on me — and he knew I 
had never cared for her — I should apply for a 
separation from him, and be rid of both of them. 
I can't think how I ever took courage to say it ; 
but Mr. Carlton had called that day, and Miss 
Canterbury had called, and it seemed to make me 
think I was not quite without friends, and that I 
need not be so much afraid. We have moments 
of inspiration, you know. It answered too; for 
nothing more was said about her sleeping in 
my room. And then the time went on, and 
I moved into this wing, and had the door put 
up. She does not know of the postern stair- 
case.' 
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* Caroline, you are feverish ; your imagination 
is excited,' he soothingly said. * Can I get you 
anything to calm you, my dear ?' 

* I am no more feverish than usual. And as 
to excitement — let any one lose a child in the way 
I did, and see if imagination would ever calm down 
again.' 

' But you do very wrong to indulge this exces- 
sive grief. I must point out your errors, Caro- 
line : you know I have always spoken for your 
good, your welfare.' 

' yes, I know you have,' she interrupted, in 
a tone of anguished remorse. *If I had hut heeded 
you ! You told me such a will ought not to he 
made; you told me the money would not bring 
me good. If I had hut heeded you ! You told 
me Captain Dawkes was not a fit husband for me. 
Thomas, I accepted him in a fit of angry passion ; 
of pique against you.' 

* These events are past ; why recall them ?' 

' Why not recall them ? I am passing from 
the world, and I would not that you should think 
I go blindfold to the grave ; though I may have 
lived blindfold, or partially so. When you quitted 
the Kock, after that decisive interview had taken 
place between us, which I am sure you remember 
as vividly as I, I seemed not to care what became 
of me. I was bitterly angry with you ; and when 
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the man proposed again to me, I believe I accepted 
him only because you had warned me not to do it, 
and I hoped it would vex you. God has punished 
me.' 

* It cannot be recalled, Caroline ; surely you 
may let it rest,' he rejoined. *I ask you why you 
give way to this unaccountable sorrow. It is a 
positive sin to talk of grief sending you into the 
grave. Your child is better ofif. He is at rest ; 
he is in happiness.' 

* I am not grieving for him. I have learnt to 
be glad that he went before me.' 

* Then what is all this ? You are seriously ill 
in mind as well as in body; what distress is it 
that you are suflfering from ?' 

' I must have inherited a touch of papa's com- 
plaint ; he died of consumption, I believe. Before 
Tom went I was very ill and weak, as you may 
remember ; and — and — ^the shock, I suppose, pre- 
vented my rallying. In short, it is that which has 
killed me.' 

* The grief?' 

' No, not the grief.' 

' The shock, then ?' 

*No, not the shock. It's the wretchedness 
altogether. Then things are preying upon me; 
things which I cannot speak of; and whenever he 
is at the Rock, lam in a dreadful state of nervous- 
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ness. And no one knows how her being here 
angers me and worries me.' 

Mrs. Dawkes's words were by no means intelli- 
gible to their hearer. He could not help remark- 
ing, either, the strange avoidance of her husband's 
and Miss Dawkes's names. 

' I do not comprehend the half of what you 
say, Caroline. What things are they that prey 
upon you ?' 

Mrs. Dawkes shuddered. 

' I tell you I cannot speak of them. Thomas, 
will you serve me ?' 

' Certainly I will. What is it that you wish 
me to do ?' 

Mrs. Dawkes glanced over her shoulder, in ap- 
parent dread of being heard. Which was quite a 
foolish apprehensiqn; for the south wing, enclosed 
within its strong walls, was entirely apart from the 
rest of the house, and Fry, the only present inmate 
save themselves, sat in her far-oflf chamber, near 
the green-baize entrance-door. Caroline bent to- 
wards her cousin and spoke ; but in so low a tone 
that he did not catch the words, and had to ask her 
again. 

' I — want — a — will — made,' she slowly re- 
peated. 

' Have you not made one since the child died ?' 

' No— no.' 
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* Then it is right and proper that you should 
make one. And without delay.' 

' WiU you contrive that I shall do it ? Will 
you help me ? Will you take my instructions, 
and get it executed ?' 

' My dear, what ails you ?' he rejoined. ^ The 
shortest way, the best way, will be for you to send 
for Mr. Norris, and give your instructions to him.' 

' That is the very thing I cannot do,' she said. 
' She will take care that I don't make one.' 

He knew she alluded still to Miss Dawkes. 

' But she must let you make one ; she cannot 
hinder you.' 

* Thomas, she is here to see that I don't make 
one. For no other purpose whatever, than that, is 
she put here to keep guard over me.' 

' Caroline, how can you have taken these ideas 
into your head ?' he remonstrated, reverting again 
to the doubt whether her nervous state did not 
border on insanity. 'A woman, possessing the 
immense property that you do, is bound to make 
a will.' 

' If I die without one, it goes to my husband — 
money, and land, and the Bock. Everything, 
nearly, would go to him.' 

' Of course, if you leave no will.' 

' Then do you not see now why he does not 
want me to make one ; why he will not permit me 
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to make one ; why he puts his sister here, to watch 
over me that I don't make one ? It would he too 
wearisome for him to remain on guard — let alone 
the issue we might come to — and so he leaves her 
on duty.' 

'I hope you are mistaken,' Thomas Kage 
gravely replied. 'Major Dawkes must feel that 
he has little right to the whole vast fortune of Mr. 
Canterhury.' 

* He has no right to it, and he shall not have 
it!' she vehemently hroke forth. '0 Thomas, 
Thomas,' she continued, changing her tone to one 
of wailing, ' why did I not listen to you, when you 
begged me not to suffer the money to be so left — 
not to inherit it, contingent on the death of my 
chUd ?' 

*Hush, Caroline! Do not, I say, recall the 
past.' 

' What possessed Mr. Canterbury to make so 
dangerous a will ? what possessed my mother to 
incite him to it, and I to second her ?' she went 
on, paying no attention to the interruption. ' I 
wish it had been burnt ; I wish the money and the 
Bock had been sunk at the bottom of the sea !' 

* It was an unjust will, bordering, as I think, 
on iniquity; but why do you call it a dangerous 
one ? How am I to understand the term as ap- 
plied to Mr. Canterbury's will ?' 
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* Do you not understand it ?' she asked, with 
pointed emphasis. ' I sit here in my solitude, in 
my terrible nervousness, and dwell on many things, 
real and unreal, on the past and on the future; 
and I have fancied that you foresaw how it might 
become dangerous. There was a day, in this very 
house, when you earnestly warned me against suf- 
fering such a will to stand ; when you seemed to 
be buried in a vision of the time to come, if I did 
let it stand, and shrank from it as from a black 
shadow, from a haunting dream. I have not for- 
gotten it, Thomas, or your words.' 

Neither had he ; but he did not choose to say 
so. The past was past ; and for many reasons he 
thought it well not to bring it back again. 

' Caroline, we were speaking of the real, not 
of the ideal. I am unable to comprehend your 
position, as you seem to put it. You are mistress 
of this house, and of its servants. It is your own 
absolutely; your husband has legally no authority 
in it. If the presence of Miss Dawkes is not 
agreeable to you, politely request her to terminate 
her visit. Try and shake off this nervousness, my 
dear ; for nervousness it must be, and nothing 
else.' 

' If I only stirred in the matter, if I only said 
to her. Go, it would bring him. They are acting 
in concert.' 
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* What if it did ? Though he is your husband, 
he cannot take from you your freedom of action. 
The whole property is yours, remember ; not sub- 
ject to Major Dawkes's control.' 

'But there would be dreadful scenes, I say, 
and they would shatter me. Besides,' she added, 
sinking her voice and glancing round with another 
of those looks of apprehensive terror, ' I might be 
poisoned.' 

'0 Caroline!' 

' Tom was, you know,' she continued, staring 
at him with her wild eyes. ' And I must make 
the will first.' 

Was she wandering now? Thomas Kage 
mentally debated the question, and with intense 
pain. 

* I wish to leave this wretched fortune — 
wretched it has been to me and mine — to its right- 
ful owners : I wish to repair the injustice that 
was committed on the Miss Canterburys. Will 
you advise me whether Olive — ' 

'I cannot advise you on the disposal of your 
money,' he interrupted, in a voice almost of alarm; 
' neither will I inherit any of it, neither will I be 
the executor. Leave it as you think well yourself; 
I must decline all interference. The money has 
lapsed to you, Caroline ; my trusteeship is over ; 
do not now request me to take it up again.' 
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*But you will advise me how to leave my 
money T 
'No/ 

* Not advise me ! What can be the motive for 
your refusal T 

' The motive is of no consequence, Caroline. 
You have experience to guide you now ; you can 
take advice of yourself.' 

'But you must have a motive. Tell it me. 
If you do not, the wondering what it can be will 
worry me for days and nights ; you don't know 
how weak I have grown. Thomas, I conjure you, 
tell it me.' 

He would have preferred not to tell her; at 
least, during this interview. But she left him no 
resource. In his straightforward truth he spoke ; 
his voice somewhat low and unwilling. 

' I am to marry Millicent Canterbury.' 

She looked down upon her thin white hands, 
clasped together, and did not speak. But for the 
crimson hue that stole over her face and neck, he 
would have thought she did not hear. Surely she 
must love him still ! In spite of her two mar- 
riages, hers must indeed have been an enduring 
love. 

* Well, be it so,' she said at length. ' Thomas, 
I am glad to hear it ; or I shall be when the brunt 
of the news has a little passed. Do not mistake 



174 GEORGE canterbury's WILL. 

me ; the old remembrances are upon me to-night, 
or I should not feel this. You could not have 
chosen a better girl than Leta. Indeed I am glad 
of it ; I have never been so selfish as to wish you 
not to marry.' 

'You see, therefore, why I cannot and will 
not advise, as to leaving money to the Miss Can- 
terburys,' explained Mr, Kage, in a very matter- 
of-fact tone. ' Individually, I would prefer that 
you did not, for it may be the means of separating 
me from Millicent ; on the other hand, they have 
claims on their father's estate. I cannot advise or 
interfere.' 

'Chivalrous and honourable as usual! You 
are too much so, Thomas. Had you been less 
so—' 

' What then ?' he asked, for she did not con- 
tinue. 

'This conversation never would have had 
place, and my child would be here by my side, 
and I should not be dying.' 

What she said was too true ; and he knew it. 
They had not been able to fight against fate. 
Little use, then, to picture now what might have 
been. Caroline had played him false to marry a 
wealthy man ; and all the regret in the world, and 
the bitter repentance, would not alter it. 

' I must get a will made,' she resumed, break- 
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ing the silence. ' Can you show me how it may 
be done? I am virtually a wretched prisoner, 
remember.' 

He thought it over for a moment. Assuming 
what she said to be a fact, there was difficulty in 
the prospect. 

* Let Mr. Norris come to you in the way I 
have done to-night, and take your instructions, 
Caroline.' 

She appeared to catch eagerly at the sug- 
gestion. 

* So he might ! I had not thought of it. The 
fact is, it was only when I heard you were in the 
neighbourhood, and I was worrying myself to con- 
trive how I could get to see you alone, that Fry 
suggested the opening of the postern-door. Yes, 
yes ; Norris is honest, and I will send for him. I 
shall leave my husband nothing, Thomas.' 

'Leave him nothing!' exclaimed Mr. Kage, 
surprised into the remark. * Nothing ? Would 
that be justice ?' 

'Justice and mercy too. I leave him my 
silence ; and that is more mercy than he deserves. 
He poisoned my child.' 

' Hush !' rebuked Mr. Kage. 

' He poisoned my child,' she persisted, begin- 
ning to tremble. 

They gazed into each other's eyes. Hers 
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were fixed, wild, bright; his seriously question- 
ing. 

' Caroline, this is an awfully grave charge.' 
'It is a true one,' she afl5rni,ed. 'I have 
known it all along. I knew it when the coroner's 
inquest was sitting ; I knew it when you all went 
to put him in the grave. He had a bottle of 
laudanum in his dressing-room, but I believe none 
of the inmates of the house, save myself, had 
noticed that he had it ; and lucky for him they 
had not. That laudanum-bottle had been there 
for weeks, untouched ; but it was missing from its 
place the evening Tom died. I looked for it, and 
it was gone ; I wanted some to put to my tooth. 
Was it not strange that that very night, of all 
others, I should have looked for it, and only that 
night r 

Mr. Kage made no reply. He was lost in 
thought. 

'I went to bed early that night, at eight 
o'clock ; and after I was in bed, I got up to fetch 
the laudanum-bottle from his dressing-room. It 
was not there. I was amazed at its absence, be- 
cause I knew it always was there, and I had seen 
it earlier in the day. Soon afterwards he came 
in ; and when he saw me he started like a guilty 
man, and hurried something under his coat as he 
went through to his dressing-room. It must have 
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been the bottle — it was the bottle! The next 
morning I saw the bottle in its place again. No 
one but himself had gone through my room that 
night ; and therefore I knew that it was he who 
had replaced it. J thought nothing of it at the 
moment ; no, nor even when the alarm of the 
death came.' 

' Allowing all this to be true — and I cannot 
disbelieve you — ^how could he have administered 
it to the child ? Judith never left him.' 

* He did not administer it ; Judith did that.' 

^Judith!' uttered Thomas Kage. 

' Judith ; but not intentionally. She believed, 
poor woman, when she gave him his dessert-spoon- 
ful of mixture that evening, that she was giving 
him his proper medicine. When she brought the 
child down to me, I did not send her back, but 
kept her talking ; the nursery was therefore vacant. 
That was his opportunity. The mixture -bottle 
must have been then taken away, and the lau- 
danum-bottle substituted. 0, I assure you, 
Thomas, I have gone over all this so often since 
in my mind, that I seem to have seen it all done. 
Judith gave him a dessert-spoonful of the opium 
instead of his proper medicine. Major Dawkes 
must have waited in his room opposite; and when 
she had shut herself into the night-nursery, he 
went softly in and changed the bottles again, 
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having taken out the same quantity of the right- 
ful physic. I daresay he swallowed it. Then he 
came sneaking down with the laudanum-bottle in 
his hand, little thinking I had been searching for 
it, or that I was in my room. I saw the next 
morning that some of the contents had been taken 
out.' 

' Were the bottles alike V 

* Exactly alike. Green -glass bottles, with 
about the same quantity of stuflF in each ; and the 
colour of the mixture and of the laudanum tallied. 
The labels were not alike, but Judith cannot read 
writing.' 

' I know she cannot.' 

' " Tincture of Opium. Major Dawkes," was 
on the one ; " The Mixture. Master Canterbury," 
was on the other. Some days after the dreadful 
truth had revealed itself to me, I had Judith alone, 
and cautiously questioned her. She was in much 
distress, and confessed that a matter was preying 
on her mind. It was this : after she had given 
the mixture to the child that evening, he shook 
his head and said it 'was "nasty," which had never 
been his complaint before. In putting in the 
cork, her eye fell on the words of the label, and 
she thought they looked different — not the same 
she was accustomed to see; but in the impossi- 
bility (as she supposed) of its being any other label 
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or bottle, she had concluded it was her fancy. 
The next morning by daylight, the old familiar 
writing seemed to be returned to the bottle. Not 
until after the child was buried, she said, did this 
incident recur to her memory. It was strange 
that it should not ; but I could not disbelieve her, 
for Judith was ever truthful.' 

'Did you do well to conceal these circum- 
stances T inquired Mr. Kage, in a low tone. 
' They might have been investigated.' 

' Had I known them— had they presented 
themselves to my mind at the moment of my 
boy's death, I should inevitably have proclaimed 
them, to the world. But Fry was hasty with her 
opinion that he must have died in a fit; the Major 
seconded it ; and I thought it was ^o, in my wild 
grief. When the doctors had held their post-mor- 
tem examination, and declared the cause of his 
death to be opium, the news of which was brought 
in by Fry, then the truth flashed upon me — in a 
confusion of ideas at first ; but, little by little, 
each distinct point grew, and stood out with awful 
clearness.' 

' He came down to my chambers that night, 
asking me to advance some of the child's money,' 
murmured Thomas Kage. 

' yes, that was a part of his cunning scheme,' 
was Mrs. Dawkes's bitter answer. ' He had laid 
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his plans well, be you sure of that, to divert sus- 
picion from himself. He went to you, that you 
might testify, if needful, he was away in the even- 
ing; he asked to borrow the money — knowing that 
you were not likely to lend it — that it might be 
assumed he saw no prospect at that, the eleventh 
hour, of succeeding to my boy's. He slept out, 
that it should be seen he had not gone near Tom 
to harm him, and hoping to be away when the 
alarm occurred.' 

' And you have not spoken of this !' 
* Never, until this night. How could I ? No 
one suspects the part he took, unless it be Judith, 
and — no doubt — Miss Dawkes. Fry does not; 
she would abuse the doctors by the hour together 
in my presence, for saying Tom died from opium, 
seeing he could not have got at any ; but I stop 
her always. Can you wonder,' added Caroline in 
an altered tone, ' that I have lived since in fear — 
in nervous dread — and that I dare not provoke 
an open rupture with the man I once called hus- 
band ?' 

'Did you ever hint at your suspicions to him?' 
' Only once. If ever I thought to do it, my 
tongue seemed to dry in my mouth, my heart to 
sicken. On the day of the inquest, he came in to 
condole with me after it was over — the false hypo- 
crite ! and I suddenly spoke to him. '^ That bottle 
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of laudanum you kept in your dressing-room was 
away from its place the evening Tom died ; where 
was it ?" He was taken by surprise, and turned 
as white as ashes ; his lips were ghastly and tre- 
mulous, as they strove to say it was not away from 
it, so far as he knew. That look alone would be 
sufficient to prove his guilt. I said no more ; I 
only gazed steadily at him, and he turned away. 
I could not be the first to accuse him; he had 
been my husband; had any one else done so, I 
should have said what I knew. We have lived an 
estranged Hfe since then ; to appearance outwardly 
civil. I came here the next day, with my dread- 
ful secret ; he has been down once or twice, and 
we go through the ceremony of hand-shaking at 
his arrival and departure; and she is here — ^my 
keeper.' 

Mr. Kage leaned his head upon his hand. 

' Yes, I am here with my dreadful secret,' she 
reiterated ; ' and he is living in a whirl of gaiety, 
of sin. I sometimes wonder whether the past Kes, 
a burden, upon him also, in the silence of the 
accusing night.' 

' A dreadful secret indeed !' Thomas Kage 
echoed, wiping his brow. ' Caroline, why did yoa 
tell it me ?' 

' Not for you to accuse and betray him ; not 
to repeat again. When this conversation shall be 
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over, you can bury it in the solitude of your own 
breast, and leave him to his conscience and the 
future. But I could not go to my grave without 
telling you what has sent me there.' 

Mr. Kage sat thinking — thinking over the 
chain of events from their commencement. The 
foolish marriage of Mr. Canterbury with this young 
girl ; the unjust will ; the dangerous clause of the 
great fortune reverting to her should the child die. 
Yes, dangerous ; Mrs. Dawkes had called it by its 
right name. Dangerous if she married a needy 
and unscrupulous second husband. 

' 0, but it was an awful temptation !' he ex- 
claimed aloud; not to her, but in self-commun- 
ing. 'Awful, awful, to such a one as Dawkes. 
Poor man !' 

' You say " poor man !" You pity him ?' 

' Not his guilty weakness in yielding to it; not 
his wicked sin ; but I pity him for his exposure to 
the temptation. Better that Mr. Canterbury had 
left his money to revert to his daughters after the 
child; better that he had left it to the county 
hospital.' 

' Did you think of this horrible contingency 
when you urged me, almost with a prayer, not to 
inherit after my child ?' 

* Do not recur to what I thought,' he sharply 
cried, as if the question struck an unpleasant 
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chord within him. ' I am given to flights of fancy, 
and don't know what I may have thought.' 

'I will send for Norris/ she resumed; *he 
must come in as you came to-night. You see 
now why I dare not venture to let it be known I 
wish to make a will. Major Dawkes comes into 
all after my death; he sees that I cannot last long, 
she sees it. Of course they will not let me make 
a will.' 

' Yes, I see, Caroline.' 

' Were I to insist upon it — ^were they only to 
suspect that I wished to make one, that I so much 
as thought of it, they — ^he — ^might put me out of 
the way as he put Tom,' she said with glistening 
eyes. 

It was altogether so strange and sad a thing, 
that Thomas Kage scarcely liked to leave her. 
But it must be. He took her hands in his when 
he rose to say farewell, bending over her. 

' I shall come in state to the front entrance to- 
morrow, Caroline, and pay you a formal visit, as 
though we had not met since you left London.' 

' Since the day of my boy's funeral ! Do so. 
She will be in the room all the time ; there's no 
chance of any visitor being allowed to see me alone. 
Good-night, good-night ; we shall not meet many 
more times in this world.' 

' Caroline,' he lingered to whisper, an anxious 
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look arising to his own face, ' are you prepared for 
the next T 

' I think of it as a rest from weary sorrow ; I 
think of it as a place of loving pardon and peace. 
I wish I was better fitted for it.' 

' Why do you not send for Mr. Kufort ?' 

' She would not let him come to be with me 
alone.' 

' She must let him ; she shall let him.' 

' Thomas, let me get the will made first, and 
I shall be more at ease. I am in no immediate 
danger.' 

* Good-night, my dear child. Keep up your 
spirits.' 

Mrs. Dawkes touched a silver hand-bell, and 
Fry came flying out of a room at the end of the 
corridor, one close to the new baize door. Thomas 
Kage saw the door as he looked that way. Fry 
conducted him down the dusty stairs, and out at 
the rusty postern entrance to the mass of entan- 
gled shrubs ; and he picked his way through them 
lost in thought, deeply pondering on the revela- 
tions his visit had brought forth. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

ON THE WATCH. 

An enemy could not have said that Keziah Dawkes 
was unkind to her brother's wife. With the ex- 
ception that she never quitted that unhappy lady 
for more than two minutes together throughout 
the day, she was as kind to her as kind could be. 
Keziah, made of as hard iron as it is possible for 
a woman to be, could not but have some grains 
of compassion for the delicate girl (she was little 
more than a girl yet) wasting away to death under 
her eyes. It might be that she had qualms of re- 
morse also. Not for the watching : Keziah thought 
her sister-in-law none the worse for that. Not on 
her own score at all ; but for a certain event that 
might be lying on her brother's conscience, and of 
which she strove to drive out intruding suspicions. 
They were too dreadful even for Keziah. Caror 
line's grief for her poor child was pitiable to wit- 
ness, and Keziah felt for her in regard to that. 
When Mrs. Dawkes would come downstairs 
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in the morning, be it early or be it late, there 
sat Keziah waiting for her, and beguiling the 
waiting with some everlasting knitting. After 
that, she stuck to Mrs. Dawkes throughout the 
day, her very shadow. If Caroline strolled out 
in the garden, to sit on the autumn-wintry bench, 
wrapped up in furs (a rare occurrence), Keziah 
and her knitting went too ; when Caroline walked 
or drove over to see her mother, Keziah was her 
companion; if, by rare chance, visitors called at 
the Eock, Keziah sat in the drawing-room by the 
side of its mistress. Only in her own chamber 
was Caroline free. It was this disagreeable espi- 
onage that caused her to remove into the south 
wing, and have a barrier-door erected. Not, at 
that time, had the slightest thought of the post- 
em-door, as a possible means of admittance to her 
own friends, crossed her mind. It never might 
have been thought of, or used as such, but for 
the happy suggestion of her maid Fry. Fry lived 
in a chronic state of resentment against Miss 
Dawkes, and was warmly attached to her mistress. 
Any way, then, that she could find to ^ circum- 
vent' the former (Fry's own word, in her whis- 
pered confidences to the butler) was more welcome 
to her than flowers in May. 

But Fry had opposed the removal to the south 
wing. Edgar Canterbury had died in those 
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rooms ; they had never been inhabited since ; and 
for her mistress to go into them she looked upon 
as boding ill-luck — nothing less than an omen 
that she would die in them, in her turn. Keziah 
came to the rescue, and said Mrs. Dawkes might 
remove into them if she liked — why not? All 
unconscious was she of the heavy blow it might 
be the means of eventually dealing her brother. 
And so poor Caroline took up her abode in the 
long-unused wing; and very shortly afterwards 
caused that intervening door, covered with green 
baize, to be erected, shutting out the wing from 
the rest of the house and from Keziah. Keziah 
did not care : if Mrs. Dawkes chose to pass part 
of her days in seclusion, with Fry in attendance 
upon her, why, let her; it was only a relief to 
Keziah. She could take care that no chance 
visitor was admitted to the south wing unaccom- 
panied by herself. Never did it enter into Ke- 
ziah*s imagination — no, not in its wildest dreams 
— ^that an outer door existed to that south wing. 
She had never heard of it. 

The postern-door, encompassed by the wilder- 
ness of trees and shrubs around, was invisible to 
the eye. In the midst of this wilderness (as was 
related earlier in the story) stood the Lady's Well ; 
and this had so sure a reputation for being 
haunted — the lady's ghost, as was well known, 
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appearing at will, and shrieking frightfully on 
windy nights — that no one ever thought of pene- 
trating to that side of the house. And therefore, 
in the lapse of time, the postern-door came to be 
entirely forgotten by the few who had been cog- 
nisant of its existence. In after-life. Fry was 
wont to say that nothing less than a special re- 
velation had made her remember it the evening 
when Thomas Kage was at Chilling. But Keziah 
Dawkes knew nothing of the postern-door; and 
when her sister-in-law was shut up within that 
wing, she supposed her to be as safe as if she 
were in her own presence. What though Caro- 
line did take freaks at times to bar the green door 
against her ? She was welcome to do it for Ke- 
ziah, who supposed it arose from simple caprice, 
or a real desire for solitude. 

Caroline was correct in the opinion she had 
expressed to Thomas Kage, that what they feared 
was, that she might make a will. Of course this 
could not, in the Major's interests, be allowed; 
neither did they intend it should be. All the 
watching was on this score : there existed no other 
cause for it. Keziah had little fear. Caroline 
seemed to be overwhelmed with apathy — to have 
no more thought or care for the future disposal- 
of her property than if it had been a tract of land 
in the wilds of Africa. She seemed to care for 
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nothing. She had never attempted to write a 
letter since she came to the Eock ; her days were 
passed in inert sadness— in one long monotony ; 
and Keziah believed this would continue to the 
end. As well, perhaps, that she did not attempt 
to write letters: they would not have been per- 
mitted to go out of the house without a super- 
vision, so that it might have come to the same 
in the end. Keziah watched always ; she would 
never relinquish the watching so long as Caroline 
lingered in life ; but she was as sure as sure can 
be that it was an entirely superfluous precaution. 
And meanwhile she did not intend that Mrs. 
Dawkes should see she was watched, and had no 
suspicion Caroline had already detected it. 

^ What ever can your mistress do with herself, 
shut in all alone evening after evening, with not 
a soul to speak to T Keziah had said to Fry only 
a day or two before this visit of Thomas Kage's. 
' She must be frightfully lonesome.' 

'For the matter of that. Miss Dawkes, she 
has been nothing else but lonesome ever since the 
poor boy died,' was Fry's answer. ' As to what 
she does, she mostly lies on the sofa, sometimes 
with a book, oftener without one. All she wants 
is to lie in quiet, where folks won't come in to 
bother her with talking.' 

A hint for Keziah. Fry's words were honest ; 



190 GEOBGE canterbury's WILL. 

and Miss Dawkes was aware she had always been 
objectionable to her young sister-in-law. Caroline 
dared not order her out of the house, as she would 
have done in former days. In her broken spirit, and 
with the remembrance of the child's death and its 
attendant circumstances ever upon her, she had 
grown to be terribly afraid of Keziah and Barnaby. 
She removed to the south wing from no other 
motive than to be sometimes free of the former's 
presence, and stayed there as a refuge. But as the 
days went on, and she was drawing (as she fully 
believed) nearer to death, the obligation to make a 
will pressed itself with greater urgency upon her, 
until it seemed to grow into a religious duty that 
she must not fail in if she would find peace with 
Heaven. 

A fine bright morning — the one following the 
secret visit of Mr. Kage — and Keziah Dawkes sat 
at her solitary but sumptuous breakfast full of com- 
placency. Caroline took hers in her own chamber. 
Fry urged her to take it in bed ; but there seemed 
to be ever a restlessness upon her that prevented 
her lying long once morning had dawned. Sitting 
in her arm-chair by the fire, partially dressed only, 
and wrapped in her dressing-gown of lavender silk, 
Mrs. Dawkes generally took her breakfast from the 
small low stand drawn close before her. 

*I wonder what she'll do to-day?' thought 
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Keziah, as, her meal over, she sat with her head 
upon her hand. ^ She said something yesterday 
about wanting to call on the Miss Canterbury's. 
I'm sure I hope she'll not. ** Don't let her get 
intimate with those women," said Barby to me 
when he was down here last ; and he is quite right. 
On the other hand, if she will call, I suppose she 
must : it may not do to draw the reins too tight. 
I wish to goodness the downright cold weather 
would set in !' 

Eising from her chair, Keziah gave a shake to 
the folds of her gray-merino morning-dress with 
its black trimmings, and passed out to betake her- 
self to the south wing. Ascending the stairs, she 
went through the picture-gallery to a small corri- 
dor which brought her to the green -baize door. 
Opening it at will, she was in the south wing. It 
contained four rooms only, and a dark lumber- 
closet, panelled with oak, in which receptacle were 
stowed away sundry articles that had belonged to 
Edgar Canterbury. The door of the staircase de- 
scending to the postern entrance was in this closet; 
and Keziah had seen it one day that she chose to 
take a look round on Mrs. Dawkes's first removal ; 
but it looked exactly like one of the panels, and 
Keziah suspected nothing. Of these four rooms 
two were Caroline's — her sitting- and bed-rooms ; 
the small one next the baize door Fry sat in ; the 
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fourth was not used. Keziah walked along the pas- 
sage, carpeted lately, and knocked at Mrs. Dawkes's 
chamber. 

' Come in,' came the faint spiritless answer. 

Caroline sat in the elbow-chair, in the pretty 
silk gown, her golden hair falling upon it in curly 
waves, as it was mostly let fall now. Keziah took 
her hand. 

^ How are you, my dear, this morning ?' 

' 0, about the same, I think,' was the listless 
reply. ^I've not coughed much to-night. It's 
very fine — is it not ?' 

* Beautifully fine; but so sharp and cold. I 
don't think it will do for you to venture into the 
air to-day, Caroline.' 

* I am not thinking of venturing into it, that I 
know of,' returned Caroline peevishly. ' I shall see 
when I come down.' 

'And, my dear, is there anything particular 
that you could fancy for your luncheon ?' 

'No.' 

A few more of these questions and answers, 
a little chat on Keziah's part — items of news she 
had read in the journal last night — and then she 
withdrew ; and Caroline was left alone, to have her 
dressing completed by Fry. About twelve o'clock 
she went downstairs, dressed for the day in her 
black silk, her hair gathered up in order. Keziah 
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drew a warm chair to the fire, and hastened to 
bring one of the rich-painted white-velvet foot- 
stools. Close upon this the old doctor came in. 
He had been medical attendant to the Bock as 
long as the Canterburys had inhabited it — a hale 
simple-minded gentleman, turned seventy now, 
with fresh-coloured cheeks and white hair. Mr. 
Owen's daily visits were the only break in Caro- 
line's monotonous life. As he sat there to-day, 
telling of various out-door interests, he mentioned 
the arrival of Mrs. Dunn and of Mr. Kage. 

Caroline's cheeks grew scarlet, knowing that 
she had to appear as if it were news ; and her 
attempt at doing so was rather a poor one; but 
Keziah failed to notice: in her own intense, and 
not pleasurable surprise, she observed nothing. 

' Mr. Kage !' exclaimed Keziah. ' What ! — 
Thomas Kage?' 

' Yes ; I don't know any other Mr. Kage,' was 
the surgeon's answer. 'He got here . yesterday 
evening, he tells me, and is staying at the inn.* 

' But, Mr. Owen, what has he come for ?' 

*To see the old place again, I suppose, Miss 
Dawkes. I didn't ask him.' 

Keziah lapsed into silence, pondering over cer- 
tain interests with herself. She thought it very 
undesirable that any communication should take 
place between Mr. Kage and Caroline, and wou- 
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dered what ill wind could have blown him to Chil- 
ling just now. Who was to know that he, con- 
nected as he had been with the child's property, 
might not get urging his cousin to make a wiU ? 

' Of course, he will come to call on me,' sud- 
denly spoke Caroline, the first words she had ut- 
tered. * Mr. Owen, if you see him, tell him that 
he must not go away without calling on me.' 

Bather lame words; as Keziah might have 
thought, but that she was so preoccupied with- her 
own reflections. For Thomas Kage to come to 
Chilling and not call to see Caroline would have 
been an anomaly. 

When Mr. Owen left, Keziah, as was her fre- 
quent custom, went with him to the hall. She was 
in the habit of evincing much anxiety that Caroline's 
health should be restored, her life prolonged. 

'No, I do not think her any better, Miss 
Dawkes,' was the doctor's answer to the query 
put ; and at the same moment Fry, happening to 
see them from the back of the hall, came forward 
to join in the colloquy. * Looks brighter, you 
fancy ? Nonsense I She's flushed, if you will ; 
flushed with nervousness and sleeplessness. I tell 
you she is nearly as weak as a woman can be, my 
dear madam, short of absolute helplessness. The 
poor young thing is eating away her heart with 
grief for her child ; and my emphatic opinion is — 
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and has been, you know, Miss Dawkes, for some 
time — that the solitude she lives, in is not good for 
her.' 

' And so I say,' put in Fry, who did not at all 
like the solitude on her own account. * To mope 
all alone cannot be good for any one. She never 
does an earthly thing but read a bit — as I've told 
you, Mr* Owen — and that not for five minutes 
together. But if she w(yn!t be roused, why, she 
won't — and there it is.' 

^ Ah,' concluded the doctor, as he took his de- 
parture, 4t's one of those sad cases,. I'm afraid, 
that all our care and skill,, exert them as we will, 
are unable to touch.' 

A comforting assurance for the interests of 
Barnaby Dawkes. Keziah heard it with an un- 
ruffled face, and turned indoors. 

The next visitor to make his appearance wa& 
Thomas Eage. The sun was at its meridian height 
when he was shown in, and poor Caroline sat where 
its rays could fedl on her wan face. She seemed 
strangely passive ; a little faint colouring might 
flush into the face, but she did not rise from her 
chair ; only let him take her hand in silence. The 
emotion of the meeting had spent itself the pre- 
vious night : Caroline, besides, was afraid lest an 
incautious word should betray that it had taken 
place, and so kept still. Eeziah Dawkes, sitting 
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quite inconveniently near, was agreeably surprised 
at the apathetic character of the interview. 

Keziah talked. Mr. Kage talked. Caroline 
scarcely spoke a word. But the conversation 
turned solely on commonplace nothings ; and, so 
far as Keziah could see, Mr. Kage's visit to Chil- 
ling had been made without reference to Mrs. 
Dawkes. She would have liked to knit a thanks- 
giving for it into her knitting. 

' Caroline,' he said, ' do you know that you are 
looking quite painfully thin ?' 

* Yes ; painfully so ; you have used the right 
word, Thomas. I know it more and more every 
day when they dress me, for my things hang upon 
me now like bags.' 

' You should have some change ; staying in 
this solitude at the Kock cannot be good for you. 
Miss Dawkes, I think you might have perceived 
this before, and suggested to Major Dawkes that 
something should be tried.' 

Miss Dawkes let her knitting fall on her gown, 
and stared at Caroline with a face of concern, as 
if she saw the signs of sickness for the first time. 
As her eye met, quite accidentally, that of Mr. 
Kage, a vivid recollection of the interview she had 
once held with him in her sick despair flashed 
into her mind, bringing a tinge to her leaden 
cheek. Perhaps she thought of the contrast be- 
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tween Bamaby's hopeless condition then and his 
flourishing state now ; or — perhaps the flush arose 
because she feared Mr. Kage must be thinking 
of it. 

* Caroline does look thin ; unusually so to-day/ 
she quietly replied ; ' I hope a little time will see 
an improvement. She is unwilling to stir from 
home.' 

' I shall never stir from home until I am car- 
ried out of it/ interposed Caroline. ^What does^ 
it matter where I am — here or elsewhere ? It . 
won't be for so very long.' 

*But, Caroline, you should not indulge this: 
kind of thought,' said Mr. Kage, in a tone of re- 
monstrance. 

* Why not ? I do not wish to live. And if I 
did wish it, it would be all the same, for I know 
that nothing can prolong my existence. When 
they took my boy's life, they virtually took mine.' 

The last sentence was evidently not spoken 
with any invidious meaning. Mr. Kage made no 
observation ; Keziah was picking-up some stitches 
that had dropped. 

* I should like to go to Tom. When he used 
to wish to be with the angels, I wondered greatly. 
I could not understand it. But I wish it now my- 
self — to go away and be with the angels — and with 
him.' 
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Keziah lifted her eyes and telegraphed a can- 
fidential look to Mr. Eage. It meant to Bay, 
** Don't notice her ; this comes of low spirits.' 
He made no answering sign : he believed it came 
of the truth — and that she was following her little 
son as quickly as was possible. 

* Caroline, do you see Mr. Eufort ?* 
'No.' 

*But you ought to do so. Speaking in a 
worldly point of view only, his visit would do yon 
good ; he is a very agreeable man. And — ^if there 
be any graver necessity — ' 

* The last time he came. Miss Dawkes sent 
word out I was too poorly to be seen,' interrupted 
Caroline. 

* And so you were, my dear,' cried that affec- 
tionate lady in a sweetly soothing tone. 

* And the time before that you went out and 
met him, and he turned back again ; and another 
time you told me he had been to the cottages on 
the common where the scarlet-fever was, and that 
it would not do for him to come in to me then,' 
quietly went on Caroline. 

Mr. Kage turned his luminous eyes on Miss 
Dawkes. Questioning eyes just then. 

' My dear Caroline, Mr. Rufort can come to you 
every day, if you like,' said the guardian dragon, 
who felt scared out of the best part of her equa- 
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nimity in the presence of Mr, Ejige. * I'll drop 
him a note, my dear, to-day.' 

A little more conversation, bringing forth no 
particular fruit, and then luncheon was announced. 
Mr. Kage rose to leave, declining the invitation 
to stay. Caroline got up as he took lier hands. 
She was visibly agitated. 

' Shall I see you again, Thomas ? Shall I ever 
see you again V 

' Ever ? — ^yes, I hope so. Not this time, I fear, 
for I leave for London to-morrow morning. You 
can write to me news of how you go on^ and—' 

' I never write,' interrupted -Caroline. ' It is 
too much exertion for me now. I have not written 
a word to anybody, Thomas, since the blow felL' 

' Perhaps Miss Dawkes^ then, will drop me a 
line, should there be any change,' he rejoined, 
glancing at that lady. ' Should you need me in 
any way, Caroline, I will come.' 

Miss Dawkes graciously acceded : promising 
and vowing to write on any and every occasion 
that Mr. Kage could possibly be wished for. With- 
out, however, having the smallest intention of do- 
ing it. 

^ Why are you going so soon ?' resumed Caro- 
line. * I think you might take this one meal with 
me.' 

* I agreed to take it &t Miss Canterbury's.' 
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* As you please, of course. I am nothing to 
any one now, and shall soon be less.' 

Her subdued voice spoke of pain, hot tears 
stood in her eyes. Thomas Kage held out his 
arm to lead her to the dining-room, and sat down 
by her side. His heart smote him for the un- 
kindness he would have committed. Never again, 
in all probability, would the opportunity be afforded 
him of taking the meal with her ; whereas he 
would most likely often take it in future times 
and seasons with the Miss Canterburys. 

And she was gratified : there was no doubt of 
that. A soft pink shone on her cheeks, a light in 
her eyes ; and she talked a little. Keziah, almost 
ignored, glanced up again and again surreptiti- 
ously from her place below, as she revelled in the 
delicacies provided. 

But Caroline ate nothing. The wing of a par- 
tridge was on her plate, but she merely toyed with 
it ; and the pink faded again, and the bright eyes 
grew dim. Every soothing attention that Thomas 
Kage could give, he did give. Perhaps the re- 
membrance of the first dinner he had ever eaten 
in this magnificent room, when she was by his 
side, but not then the Eock's mistress, lay on both 
of them. Could they have foreseen at that happy 
banquet the fruits that a few years would bring 
forth ! Time does indeed work strange changes. 
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The meal over, Mr. Kage, preparing finally to 
depart, held out his hand again to Caroline. In- 
stead of responding to it, she took his arm, and 
went with him outside the door. Keziah came 
flying up with a warm cloak — the ostensible plea — 
and stuck herself close to Caroline's side. It was 
a warm lovely day for late autumn : quite a con- 
trast to the cold of the preceding one, the wind — 
what slight wind there was — being in its softest 
quarter. Mr. Kage turned his steps to the right, 
towards the side gate. 

* Why are you going this way, Thomas ?' 

* I shall cross over to your mamma's cottage, 
Caroline. I must see her this afternoon, and this 
is the nearest way.' 

At the gate, to which they walked in silence, 
Caroline halted, not loosing his arm. Miss 
Dawkes, making pretty remarks upon the scenery 
and the weather, was patient as any tame lap- 
dog. 

* I think I will go with you, Thomas. I can 
walk as far as that.' 

This did arouse Miss Dawkes. In the first 
place, the continued companionship with Thomas 
Kage was not desirable ; every minute she was on 
greater thorns lest he might accidentally hit on so 
undesirable a topic of conversation as the ultimate 
disposal of the vast property on which he trod. 
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In the second, Keziah had nothing on her head, 
and was very subject to face-ache. 

* Walk to Mrs. Kage's !' she exclaimed almost 
with a scream. * My dear OaroKne, you must not 
attempt it. The last time you could hardly get 
home ; that's a fortnight ago, and you are weaker 
since then.' 

* But I had not my cousin's arm to lean upon. 
Miss Dawkes,' was the cold answer. — * Thomas, I 
should like to go, if you will not mind the trouble 
of walking back with me. I feel that it might do 
me good.' 

Without a word of dissent he took her through 
the gate, and bade her lean all her weight upon 
him. Had there never been any feeling between 
them but that arising from relationship, he might 
have passed his arm round her waist to help her 
on her way. But, the very consciousness of what 
had been, had made him throughout her married 
life more carefully respectful to her. And so they 
walked along — Caroline in her warm woollen cloak 
and hood, Keziah in nothing. 

* There is not the . slightest necessity for you 
to come. Miss Dawkes,' said Caroline, stopping to 
speak. * Mr. Kage will take care of me.' 

* 0, my dear, I couldn't be so unkind as suflfer 
you to go alone,' returned Keziah. * Don't mind 
me.' 
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' I am not alone. You have no bonnet on.' 

'It is quite deKghtful, dear, to be without a 
bonnet this sweet day. Fm sure it's like summer/ 
responded Keziah, shivering just a little, and wish- 
ing Mrs. Dawkes could be taken with a fit, or any 
other ailment that might stop the expedition. 
' Mr. Kage, how is your sister Charlotte ?! 

'Mrs. Lowther? Quite well, and busy and 
happy as usual with her many children.' 

' Does Mr. Lowther get on any better ?' con- 
tinued Eeziah in a tone of compassion* 

^ Thank you, he does. Lowther has turned 
the lane at .last, and is in a fair way of accumulat- 
ing a fortune. Mrs. Garston's legacy to his wife 
has been the means of effecting it.' 

'0 !' said Keziah. 

They came to the barrier in the field where 
the stile used to be. It was a gate now. How 
vividly the spot brought back that unhappy day to 
Thomas Kage, when he had found Caroline talk- 
ing there with George Canterbury, and the blow 
she had dealt himself within a few minutes of it ! 
He had never been the same man since. And she, 
the vain heartless girl, had grown into this poor, 
Bickly, spiritless shadow, leaning on his arm, soon, 
very soon, to die. 

Mrs. Kage was a worse spectacle — a miserable 
dried-up mummy, who had some little remains of 



204 GEORGE canterbury's WILL. 

mind left ; but no capabiKty of comfort in life. 
She could not eat and drink as she used; that 
had remained her chief solace, and that was leav- 
ing her. She sat huddled up in her chair in the 
bedroom, close to the fire, and was the veriest 
object Mr. Kage had ever looked upon. At the 
first moment he started back. No rouge now, no 
teeth, no false hair ; when mortals get very near 
the grave, these adjuncts are left ofi*. She was 
wrapped up in an old blue -silk cloak lined with 
ermine, that had once been young Mrs. Canter- 
bury's; her palsied fingers kept catching at the 
fastening cord and tassels. 0, what a wreck it 
was ! What a wreck both were ! What good had 
George Canterbury's money, that they so schemed 
for, brought to either ? Thomas Kage could not 
help a fancy coming over him that it must have, 
entailed evil. 

Blinking upwards, she at length recognised 
her visitors. Caroline and Mr. Kage sat down by 
her ; Keziah put herself on the other side, nearly 
into the fire. The sight of Thomas Kage appeared 
to reawaken the palsied woman to memories and 
interests. 

* What's the matter with her ?' she suddenly 
asked, touching Caroline, but addressing Mr. Kage. 

* I do not know. I am grieved to see her look- 
ing so ill.' 
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* She's dying. I know it. Every time she 
comes to see me there's less life in her. — ^What 
do you do to her — you and that false brother of 
yours ?' 

The latter query was directed with a raised 
voice and menacing gesture to Miss Dawkes. 
That lady, receiving it in silence, stared a little ; 
it took her by surprise. 

* I'd like you to ask it, Thomas; and to require 
an answer from them. I can't, and I've got no- 
body here to do it for me or to speak to. They 
are killing her between them. He'll get all the 
money, you know.' 

Keziah's gray face took a tinge of purple. This 
turn in the conversation was by no means agree- 
able. Caroline was the one to break the silence. 

' Mamma, do not let my state of health trouble 
you. I am as happy at the Rock as I should be 
anywhere else ; happier perhaps. Major Dawkes 
has gone his own way this many a day, and I have 
gone mine. As to Miss Dawkes here, she is as 
attentive to me as can be.' 

Mrs. Kage blinked out at the three and shook 
her head. The matter was too complicated for her 
weakened mind to deal with or retain long. Again 
she bent towards Thomas Eage, and lowered her 
voice to a semi- whisper. 

' If the time could come over again, Thomas, 
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rd not urge her to marry into the Eock. We 
might have been better off had we stayed as we. 
were. Where's the boy ?' 

* The boy !' stammered Mr. Kage, all too con- 
scions of the secret that lay upon him. 

' What did he die of, that sweet little boy ? I 
have dark dreams about it, I can tell you. I won- 
der if the Major has ?' 

Caroline rose, pleading fatigue. Keziah — her 
fece a bright purple now — glanced round to see if 
the curious hint affected the company, and thought 
7U)t, which was satisfactory. One thing Keziah 
did not bargain for — the strangely-expressive look 
that sat in Mr. Eage's eyes, as her glance hap- 
pened to meet his. Eeziah had felt cold outside 
from lack of a bonnet ; she turned far colder now. 

They got safely out from the presence of the 
poor old woman, who seemed to have taken up 
some undesirable fancies, and whose last words 
were a loud lamentation over her daughter's ill- . 
starred marriage with Bamaby Dawkes. It was 
now that Thomas Kage contrived to get a couple 
of minutes' private conversation with Caroline, in 
spite of Keziah's dragon-like precaution. That 
bonnetless lady, not daring to risk uncovered the 
same cold walk back again, stayed behind to bor- 
row a shawl of Mrs. Kage's maid : and the othera 
went on together. 
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In a £bw clear, concise, but rapid words, Tho- 
mas Kiige inquired whether Caroline would wish 
to be anywhere else than at the Bock — ^whether 
she would choose to be an entirely free agent, and 
relieved of the espionage of Miss Dawkes ; if so,, 
he undertook that it should be at once accom- 
plished. The secret he possessed gave him the 
power to act for her welfare in any way she 
pleased; and the Major should not dare to lift 
voice or finger in opposition. But Caroline shook 
her head and refused ; all she wanted was to be 
left in peace to the end. 

The end ! Mr. Eiige had made it his business 
to see the surgeon, Owen,^ that morning, in regard, 
to Mrs. Dawkes's state^ and inquired whether any- 
thing could be done for her.. Nothing at all, the 
doctor answered ; it was too late.. She was dying 
of a complication that Mr. Owen could not well 
understand — chest-weakness and grief and a kind 
of nervous irritability ; dying slowly, no doubt, 
but quite surely .r Neither Mr. Kage nor any 
other anxious friend could arrest the fiat. With- 
this knowledge within him', Thomas Kage could 
not urge any removal upon her. 

The last confidential word was spoken as Ke- 
ziah's footsteps were heard. When she came 
hurrying up, a shawl pinned over her head, Mr. 
Kage was talking about the white clouds floating 
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gently across the deep-blue sky. Keziah began 
pathetically to deplore the 'wandering state' of 
poor dear Mrs. Kage. Mrs. Kage's daughter 
agreed that it was very pitiable. Not for the 
world would Caroline have aroused any suspicions 
in Keziah ; for who could tell what might come of 
such ? The one earnest desire lay on her mind 
and heart like a nightmare — ^to succeed in getting 
a will made. 

* God bless and keep you, my dear Caroline !' 
were the murmured words of Thomas Kage, as he 
stood to say farewell when they reached the Rock. 
' I shall see you again, I hope, some time.' 

' Yes ; in heaven,' she answered, bursting into 
tears. * Thank you for your life-long kindness to 
me, Thomas ; thank you for ever.* 

And in all the phases of their many meetings 
and separations, never had Thomas Kage's heart 
ached worse than it did now, when he wrung her 
hands, and quitted her for the last time. His 
cateer in life, so to say, was beginning : hers was 
ending. 

that miserable will of George Canterbury's ! 
What good had it done to anybody ? what ill not 
wrought ? 



CHAPTEE Xn. 

SEARCHING FOR FENCING- STICKS. 

Keziah Dawkes stood at the entrance-door of the 
Bock, in the light of the afternoon sun. It might 
have been thought that she was standing there to 
admire the view, so beautiful as seen from that 
elevated spot. Perhaps she was ; and speculating 
upon the fast-approaching period when her beloved 
brother Barby — ^beloved still, as few brothers have 
been, in spite of his many sins, real or suspected, 
against Keziah and the world in general — should 
have this fine domain in absolute actual posses- 
sion. Her mood was one of complacency. Tho- 
mas Kage had gone away without any undesirable 
interference — he was barely out of sight even yet 
— and, so far as Keziah could understand, he was 
not likely to trouble them with a visit soon again. 
As to poor Mrs. Dawkes, Keziah, in her hard way, 
did feel some pity for her. She was very young 
to die ; but Keziah comforted herself with this 
consolation — that she could not help it. If Mrs. 
VOL. ni. p 
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Dawkes was sick with a sickness that would, ap- 
parently, only end in death, and not long first 
either, it was certainly no fault of hers ; she had 
not helped her to the sickness or the sorrow — was 
not responsible for it in any way whatsoever. 

Upon coming in from the walk, and parting 
with Thomas Kage just within the hall, Caroline 
said she felt weary and would go to her room to 
rest, desiring not to be disturbed. Keziah acqui- 
esced, speaking some kind words, and accompanied 
her to the foot of the stairs quite aflfectionately. It 
was in returning, that the rays from the western 
sun, streaming into the hall through the open 
entrance-door, drew Eeziah out by their bright- 
ness. The shawl, borrowed from Mrs. Kage's 
maid, was wrapped round her still; Keziah felt 
quite comfortable, and stayed there thinking, as if 
she meant to make it her abode for the rest of the 
day. 

* Quite the best thing she could do,' murmured 
Keziah, and the words applied to the retreat of 
her sister-in-law to rest in the south wing. * She 
is quiet there, and Fry's at hand to wait on her, 
and it saves me an immense deal of trouble. It 
is a strain to have to make conversation without 
ceasing for a person with whom you have no 
sympathies in common ; or, rather, who has none 
with you. As to that horrible old Mrs. Kage, I 
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could have found it in my heart to put a pitch- 
plaster on her mouth. She is more knave than 
fool. Talk of her being imbecile, indeed ! Just 
because Thomas Kage was present, she said— 
that! Caroline did not take it up; that was a 
blessing ; neither did he : but there was a look in 
his eyes I did not like to see. Thanks be to all 
the saints that the man has gone again ! If he 
were to stay in the neighbourhood, mischiisf might 
come of it. Only to think of her walking there 
and back because he was going to walk ! He has 
great influence over her. And he is one of those 
inconveniently straightforward men that might 
prove troublesome if his suspicions were aroused 
as to — to anything. I should like to know what 
brings him down here. Not Caroline's interests, 
though — as I feared when old Owen first said he 
was come. I'm sure my heart leaped into my 
mouth ; I felt that I ought to telegraph to Barby. 
But it's all right. I'll just mention that he has 
been here when I write to Barby presently ; and 
if Barby chooses — my goodness ! why, there he 
is!' 

The last words applied to Barby himself. An 
open fly had driven in and was approaching the 
hall-steps ; in its inmate — a gentleman who leaned 
back with rather a pompous air — Keziah surely 
thought she recognised Barby. Did the sun's rays 
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deceive her?— they were shining right into her 
eyes, dazzling her sight — and she thought it mnst 
be so. The traveller took off his hat, and gave it 
a gentle wave by way of greeting. It was Barby. 
Keziah sounded a peal on the visitors' bell to bring 
out the servants. 

Major Dawkes came up the steps, and Eeziah 
received him with a warm embrace — ^which he did 
not seem to appreciate sufficiently. She led the 
way to the sitting-room, and stirred the fire into a 
blaze. 

* All well ?' asked the Major, taking off his over- 
coat, and standing on the hearth-rug to warm his 
hands. 

* Quite well,' answered Keziah. ' Except that 
I fear Caroline grows weaker.' 

* Does she ? — dear me ! Where is she ?' added 
the Major, looking round the room. 

* She has just gone to lie down, Barnaby. What 
will you take ?' 

' Nothing at present. Is Kage down here ?* 
And, with the last question, Keziah's under- 
standing was opened: Major Dawkes must have 
heard of Mr. Kage's visit, and had come to check- 
mate it. 

Even so. Keziah was an accurate guesser. On 
the previous afternoon, chance, or luck, or what- 
ever the genius might be that presided over the 
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interests of Barnaby Dawkes, had taken that gen- 
tleman's lawyer to Mr. Kage's chambers. So vast 
a property as the Major had dropped into — or, to 
be correct, his wife, but it came to the same prac- 
tically — ^had its complications. More than once, 
Mr. Kage, as the previous acting trustee, had to 
be referred to for details connected with the past 
management. Some need of this kind took lawyer 
Jessup to the barrister's chambers, and there he 
heard that Mr. Kage had just gone down to Chil- 
ling. Later in the day, another chance, or accident, 
caused Major Dawkes to call at his lawyer's — ^the 
objects of the two visits being quite unconnected 
with each other. While there, the lawyer inci- 
dentally mentioned the item of news he had heard 
— that Mr. Kage had gone to Chilling. 

*To see your wife. Major, no doubt,' innocently 
quoth old Jessup, who had not the faintest notion 
of anything that might be involved, or of the sud- 
den turn the suggestion gave the Major. 

'Ah, yes, possibly so ; they are cousins,' drawled 
the Major, stroking his black moustache, and re- 
lieving his feelings by a little mental swearing. 

The Major would have liked to drive direct to 
the Paddington Station and take the first train for 
Chilling. That might not be, however; but he 
made arrangements to leave in the morning. Down 
he came, as fast as the engine would bring him ; 
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his mind rather inconveniently tormenting itself 
as to the motive that had taken Thomas Kage 
thither. That it was to see Mrs. Dawkes he as- 
sumed to be a matter of course ; but — with what 
object ? Conscience makes cowards of the best of 
us — ^it made a coward of the Major oftener than 
his friends might think — and is apt to suggest all 
kinds of improbabilities. The least he feared was, 
that Mr. Kage had gone down to inform his wife 
she ought to make a will. There might be one 
or two things in life Major Dawkes dreaded more 
than that, but he dreaded it quite enough. 

She might be leaving half the fortune away 
from him, once she got the idea of a will put into 
her head, as the Major's common sense told. He 
did not intend she should. Having come to revel 
in the sweets of wealth, it would not be pleasant 
to relinquish any of it. Major Dawkes was living 
rather a fast life, spending the late Mr. Canter- 
bury's money wholesale. The principal he could 
not touch ; but he made free as air with the large 
amount returned as interest. 

Keziah, feeling at rest as to the reason of his 
sudden appearance, slipped oflf the shawl, and took 
up her knitting. 

* Is Kiige down here ?* 
' Yes.' 

* What ha& he come for ?" 
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' I was asking the very same question of my- 
self just as you arrived, Bamaby. I don't know.' 

^ Where the deuce is he staying? In the 
house ?' 

* Certainly not,' quietly answered Keziah, as 
she told, in a few words, all she knew of the mat- 
ter — ^the hearing of his arrival from Owen the 
doctor, and Mr. Kage's subsequent visit. Major 
Dawkes listened with a gloomy brow. 

' 0, yes, I daresay ! It's aU very well for you 
to tell me he is going back to-morrow morning, 
and will not call here again. I don't believe it.' 

* You may depend upon one thing, I think, 
Bamaby : that, whatever business may have brought 
him here, it is not connected with Caroline.* 

* You are a fool, Keziah,*^ politely rejoined the 
Major. 

* Not where you are concerned,' was Eeziiah'^s 
composed answer. ' You had never cause to charge 
me with being that in the years gone by.' 

' Do you suppose she wrote for him ?' 

* Who ? — Caroline ? I am sure she did not. 
She has never put pen to paper since we came to 
the Bock. Had you seen the quiet apathetic 
manner with which she received him when he came 
in this morning, you would put aside all idea of 
her having sent for him — or of her wishing to see* 
him either.* 
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' The man must want something, Keziah. He'd 
not come all this cursed long railway journey for 
pleasure. What interests has he in Chilling but 
Caroline ? Don't tell me.' 

Keziah, knitting always, silently revolved the 
points in her mind. There was reason in what 
Barby said. On the other hand, she could not 
disbelieve her sight, and ears, and senses generally. 
Thomas Kage had paid but a formal call, as any 
other stranger might do, and was certainly not 
coming again. 

^ That man has been a sort of enemy to me 
through life ; cropping up at all kinds of unsea- 
jBonable times,' observed the Major, giving the rich 
and thick hearth-rug a passionate kick. 

'But you have always managed to hold your 
•own against him in the long-run,' quietly returned 
Keziah. 

' Yes, and will stiQ. I'm sure I wish the fel- 
low was buried ; there's no man living I — ' 

Major Dawkes came to a sudden pause. 'I 
•dread so much as him,' had been the words on the 
tip of his tongue. But it was not always con- 
venient to speak out his full thoughts, even to 
Keziah. 

'Look here, Keziah. The man must have 
come down on some matter connected with Caro- 
line; and I don't care what you say to the con- 
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trary. He may have got it in his head — and my 
firm belief is that he has — that she ought to make 
a will. Considering the faculty he has for mix- 
ing himself up with other people's affairs, it's only 
what he might be expected to do. He has come 
here to see whether she has done it, and to sug- 
gest it to her.' 

'I tell you no, Bamaby,' reiterated Keziah. 
* He did not hint at such a thing ; he never said 
a word to her that anybody could disapprove of. 
The conversation was upon the most indifferent 
topics you can imagine. I was with them all the 
time.' 

Major Dawkes twirled the comers of his mous- 
tache savagely. Things did not look absolutely 
clear. 

' Does she ever express a wish to make one ?' 

'Never. I do not suppose the thought or 
wish has occurred to her. I feel quite sure she 
looks upon you as her legal successor here.' 

'And of course I am such,' inteqected the 
Major. 

' One day last week we were on the lawn ; 
CaroUne sat down to rest; things were looking 
beautiful. A remark slipped from me quite in- 
voluntarily, that I hoped you, when you were sole 
master here, would keep the gardeners to their 
duty, as they were kept now. " Yes, indeed ; if 
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I thought otherwise, I should be sorry to leave 
the place," she answered. Bamaby, rely upon it, 
she has no thought of leaving anything away from 
you.' 

The Major felt a little reassured. 

* A will is an inconvenient article, you see, 
Eeziah. Once a man (or woman) sets himself to 
make one, he may be led away to leave no end of 
property to individuals indiscriminately.' 

* Ease your mind,' was Keziiah's assuring ans- 
wer. * Caroline has no thought of doing it ; and 
if she had, I am at hand, remember. She is in 
a state of complete apathy; I don't believe she 
cares one iota whose the property is, or who will 
inherit it after her.' 

The Major let fall his coat-tails, which he 
had picked up under his arm, and moved off the 
hearthnrug. 

'I'll go up and see her. South wing, isn't 
it ? A curious freak, to take up her abode in that 
gloomy place.' 

* She is quiet there, you see ; and to be quiet 
is all she cares for now. As to the wing being 
gloomy, I think the rooms are very nice and com- 
fortable.' 

* And look out on' a howling wilderness,' ob- 
served the Major. * If I recollect rightly, that is 
the chief prospect the windows possess.' 
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^ There are some charming hills and other 
scenery in the distance.' 

* Every one to his taste r distant hills possess 
no attractions for me.* 

Without giving himself the trouble to knock, 
the Major opened the green-baize door, which was 
rarely bolted in the day-time, and entered. Fry 
came flying out of the room close by, and stood 
in utter astonishment at sight of the visitor. 

' Which room is your mistress in ?' 

* She — she's in her sitting-room, sir,*^ was Fry's 
answer, when her surprise allowed her to speak. 
' I'll tell her you are here.' 

Caroline was lying on the sofa. She felt equally 
surprised with Fry at sight of the Major, but did 
not evince it. Eising from the sofa, she coldly 
shook hands with him, and then sat down on it. 
The Major had seemed to understand for some 
time now that he must not attempt any warmer 
greeting. 

* How are you, my dear ?' inquired the Major, 
taking up the position he had taken below — ^his 
back to the fire. 

* Middling. I am not very strong.' 

' Dear me ! You look pretty well, too.' 
At that moment perhaps she did. A red 
flush, born of aversion and other complicated feel- 
ings, had risen to her face latterly whenever he 
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appeared in her presence, and was illnmining it 
now. 

' I've been wanting to run down for this week 
past ; couldn't get the time until yesterday,' cried 
the truthful Major. * Lots of duties on hand just 
now in town.' 

' A pity you left them.' 

' Came down to see you, and Kez, and how 
things were getting on here. Wish you could 
pick up a bit, my dear.' 

Mrs. Dawkes, sitting in what seemed to be 
the completest state of apathy, made no response. 
He began again : 

*Hear you've had a visitor to-day — Eage. 
Awfally astonished to find he was down here. 
Passed him in the street in town but a few days 
ago.' 

Again no answer. 

* What has Kage come to Chilling for ?' 

* I did not ask him. 

' Lively and agreeable this,' thought the Major. 
And no doubt it was. 

' I hope Kage came for the purpose of seeing 
you, Caroline, my dear. It's good to be remem- 
bered by one's old acquaintances.' 

' He did not come to see me. If he had come 
for that, he would have said so.' 

* Does he make a long stay ?' 
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* He goes again to-night, or to-morrow ; I for- 
get which he said. Keziah would know.' 

Beyond these short answers, nothing could 
the Major get. He strove to make himself agree- 
ahle ; told an amusing anecdote or two ; but they 
sufficed not to arouse Caroline from her cold re- 
sentful state. The Major swallowed down about 
fifteen yawns. 

' By the way,' said he briskly, ' there used to 
be some fencing -sticks of mine here. Do you 
happen to know where they were put ?' 

' I don't know anything about them.' 

* I had them here when we were first married, 
Caroline. Briscoe came down to stay, you may 
remember; and we used to come up to the big 
room of this wing — ^the one you make your bed- 
chamber now, I suppose— and have a fencing- 
bout.' 

' I don't know anything about them,' repeated 
she, in the same inert tone. 

The Major walked to the door and called Fry, 
telling her what he was inquiring after. 

* There was a lumber-closet somewhere here ; 
we used to throw them into it when done with. 
Perhaps they are in it yet.' 

Fry felt discomposed. It was from this self- 
same lumber-closet that the way led down to the 
postern entrance. The Major, suddenly remem- 
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bering the position of the closet, threw open the 
door. 

A way had been cleared inside it for Mr. Eage 
to come through on the previons night, consign- 
ing all the ' lumber' on either side. It lay indis- 
criminately, one thing upon another. As the 
Major stood contemplating the interior from the 
door — as well as the semi-light enabled him — ^he 
faced exactly the panelled entrance, so bare now. 
Well indeed was it, for the sake of justice, that 
the panel gave to the eye no indication of its secret 
opening. 

Fry, her eyes dilating a little, made a furious 
onslaught on the lumber, and blocked up the 
cleared passage. The Major, standing just inside, 
suddenly saw his wife at the entrance-door, her 
face pale and scared. 

'What is it?' she asked. 'What is the 
matter ?' 

' We are looking for the fencing-sticks. Don't 
you come, my dear.' 

' Look here,' said Fry, stopping in her work. 
' If the Major would leave me, and you'd leave me, 
ma'am, perhaps I might find 'em. I think I've 
seen 'em here.' 

' Whereabouts ?' cried the Major eagerly. 

' I never can do anything when I'm looked at 
and bothered; my mistress knows I can't,' was 
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Fry's answer, ' Both of you just leave me to my- 
self, sir, and I'll find the sticks if they are to be 
found.' 

But, as she spoke, something caught the Major's 
quick eye. He drew it up ; it proved to be one 
of the fencing-sticks. This gave an indication to 
the locality of the other, and it came to light 
soon. When Caroline went back after the inves- 
tigation, her chest was heaving with ominous 
quickness. 

' The commotion has disturbed you, I fear,' 
observed the Major. 'I'm really very sorry. These 
fencing-sticks — ' 

He was interrupted* Neel had come up to say 
that a visitor was below — ^Mrs. Dunn. 

' Plague take it! who wants to see her ?' cried 
the Major. * Mrs. Dunn ! I thought she was 
abroad.' 

' The family thought so too, sir,' observed 
Neel, who considered the old family far more than 
he did the new one. ' Mrs. Dann came to Chilling 
yesterday, and surprised them.' 

' She's a horrid woman,' cried the Major. — 
' Will you come down, my dear ?' 

' No,' was Mrs. Dawkes's answer. — * Just say, 
if you please, Neel, that I am very tired and 
poorly. I do not feel equal to it.' 

* I can say that. I suppose I must go,' 
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grnmbled the Major, stalking off with his fencing- 
sticks. 

Mrs. Dunn, in very fashionable foreign attire 
— quite a contrast to anything ever assumed by 
Keziah Dawkes — sat on a sofa in the grand draw- 
ing-room, to which Neel had shown her. There 
was no fire; at which she gave her head a dis- 
dainful toss, and remarked to Neel that the ways 
of the house appeared to be altered. 

' And so they are, ma'am,' answered Neel con- 
fidentially. ^ Miss Dawkes is manager.' 

* ! Mrs. Dawkes gives it up to her, 
then ?' 

' Mrs. Dawkes has never gave a single blessed 
order since she came into the house this last time,* 
was Neel's reply. * She don't care who gives 'em, 
and who don't ; she's too ill for it, ma'am.' 

Major and Miss Dawkes, the latter with her 
knitting, presented themselves together ; and Mrs. 
Dunn condescended to give each in succession the 
tip of her forefinger. Neel could not despise these 
new people half as much as she did. The feel- 
ing peeped out in her manner too, in spite of her 
surface civility. 

' Too ill to come down to me, is she !' cried 
Mrs. Dunn, receiving the apologies for the non- 
appearance of the Rock's mistress. * I hear she is 
ill, and I am sorry for her.' 
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*Too tired to come, I said/ corrected the 
Major. * On the whole, she is rather poorly.' 

* If what I am told be true, she is a great deal 
more than poorly. Major Dawkes,' retorted Mrs. 
Dunn. ' Owen, with whom I was talking this 
morning, fears you'll not have her very long 
amidst you.' 

* Dear me !' cried the Major, with a start of 
dismay. ' But Owen always did look on the black 
side of things, I remember. I think her some- 
what better than she was when I was here last.' 

* You know, I suppose, how it is — ^that she is 
alarmingly ill ?' resumed Mrs. Dunn, turning the 
fire of her tongue on Keziah. 

' I do not know that she is alarmingly ill,' was 
Keziah's composed answer, given very slowly, for 
she was picking up some stitches in the everlast- 
ing knitting. * Mrs. Dawkes is certainly weak and 
languid; but I hope she will soon regain strength.' 

' It was the state she is represented to me as 
being in that brought me here this afternoon. I 
should have liked to see her, poor thing ; I knew 
her when she was a child. It is her boy's death, 
they say, that has brought on her illness.' 

But the Major denied this rather vehemently. 
His wife had been at death's door before the boy 
died, he observed; her lungs and chest were 
weak. 

VOL. m. Q 
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Mrs. Dnnn left her sofe without ceremony, and 
took a seat that faced the Major and Miss Dawkes. 
It was this same magnificent room that had wit- 
nessed the contention abont the will between Olive 
Canterbury and her Mher. Not an executed will 
at that time, only a purposed one. Caroline had 
no doubt remembered the scene often enough since, 
when sitting there. 

* What did that boy die of. Major Dawkes ?* 
The question was a pointed one ; especially so 

as Mrs. Dunn put it. Bending forward, her eyes 
fixed on the Major, save when they wandered to 
Keziah, her voice low and full of meaning, — it 
was thus she asked it. 

* It's of no use to recall it now,' replied the 
Major, looking down on the rich carpet — out at 
the window — ^to the walls of the room. Anywhere 
except at her. 

* But it is of use. I ask to know. You were 
in the midst of it ; I was abroad, shut out from 
all news, except hearsay. As I remarked to Mr. 
Kage at our dinner -table last night, when I 
besought him to tell me.' 

* And pray what might he have told you, Mrs. 
Dunn?' inquired the Major, not with so much 
polite indifference as Eeziah would have liked to 
hear. 

'He said he could tell me nothing, except 
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what I knew before — that the doctors said the 
boy died from poison.' 

* Ah, yes,' replied the Major, * they did say it. 
But doctors are mistaken sometimes, and I think 
they were.' 

* That's rubbish. Major Dawkes,' was Mrs. 
Dunn's complimentary answer. ' You don't really 
think so. The doctors could not have dreamt they 
found opium within the boy, if none was there. 
Do you mean to charge them with telling a false- 
hood ?' 

Keziah's knitting was trembling a little. But 
she kept her attention on it. As to her lips, they 
seemed to be compressed into nothing. Happen- 
ing to glance at her, Mrs. Dunn thought she was 
unusually gray. 

*I don't charge them with anything, Mrs. 
Dunn,' resumed the Major. * I only think they 
were mistaken.' 

* And I say I don't believe you think it. The 
opium was in the child, safe enough ; it was 
proved so. What I want to ask you is — ^who gave 
it him?' 

Keziah looked oflf her knitting and took up the 
answer. She could bear it no longer. Her lips 
were turning strangely white. 

' That never was ascertained. It was proved 
beyond all dispute or doubt that the child had not 
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taken anything of the kind ; had not been in the 
way of taking it. It was an absolute impossibility 
that any such thing had come near him.' 

'An absolute fiddlestick,' said Mrs. Dunn. * OjE 
course it is to your sister's interest and yours. 
Major Dawkes, to uphold this view and stifle far- 
ther inquiry; but you cannot expect common- 
sense people to believe it.' 

* To my — ^my interest !' retorted the Major, 
with a kind of stammer. 

' To be sure it is. Haven't you come in for 
the child's money ?' 

' Certainly I have not,' said the Major boldly. 
* The money reverted to the boy's mother, not to 
me.' 

* It reverted to her in name. Not, I expect, 
in fact. Who draws the cheques, pray ? Major 
Dawkes, you cannot play at sophistry with 
me.' 

Major Dawkes rose and walked to the window 
with an air of easy carelessness, gazing out upon 
the setting sun. Keziah looked as if she were 
going to be sick. 

* Had I been in England, I should have caused 
the investigation to be reopened,' said Mrs. Dunn. 
*Mr. Kage, as the boy's trustee, was culpably 
careless not to enforce a more searching one. One 
would think it would be as satisfactory to you to 
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come to the bottom of it, as to us/ she added, 
throwing a fall look after him. 

* Immensely so,' acquiesced the Major. * I 
Jbegged the medical men not to leave a stone un- 
turned. The authority lay in my hands, not in 
Mr. Kage's ; but he could have done no more than 
I did.' 

* Had I been he, I should have tried at it. 
There's a secret in the matter somewhere. Major 
Dawkes, and it ought to have been got at. It 
ought to be still. For two pins, I'd reopen the 
inquiry myself.' 

* It would do no earthly good, and be a fright- 
ful amount of trouble,' spoke the Major, somewhat 
hurriedly. 

' It would be a trouble, of course ; but I think 
I should rather like it. He stood to me in the 
light of half-brother, absurd though it sounds to 
say it of a little fellow of that age.' 

* My firm persuasion is, that the boy died from 
nothing but his illness,' said the Major in a can- 
did tone, as he returned to his seat. ' I went 
over the matter fully, point after point, at the 
time, and since, and I am quite unable, as my 
sister here knows, to arrive at any other conclu- 
sion. It was very much to be regretted that I 
was away from home.' 

* Well, it strikes me as being one of the most 
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unaccountably mysterious cases I ever came across : 
nothing satisfactory about it in any way. But I 
can't stay to talk farther of it now,' concluded 
Mrs. Dunn, rising to depart. * The rectory peopl^ 
and Thomas Kage are coming in to dine with us, 
and I like to take my time in dressing.' 

* Is Mr. Kage's visit at Chilling to you ?' asked 
the Major on the impulse of the moment. 

* I suppose it may be considered to my sister 
Millicent ; they are engaged to be married,' she re- 
plied. 

And as Barnaby Dawkes heard the avowal, he 
felt as if a whole weight of lead had been lifted 
from his heart. 

In an airy, graceful, sprightly manner, as 
though no care or dread had ever oppressed his 
soul, he attended Mrs. Dunn to the very extreme 
gates of the Eock, chatting amicably, and sending 
his respects to the Miss Canterburys. Keziah had 
disappeared when he returned, and he did not see 
her again until dinner. They took the meal to- 
gether ; Caroline remaining in her own room. 

' That's what has brought Kage down,' he 
observed to Keziah, alluding to the information 
volunteered by Mrs. Duhn of the engagement to 
Millicent. 

* Yes, Barby dear. I knew it had nothing to 
do with us.' 
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* Wish him joy of her ! I'd not Kke one of 
the Canterburys for my wife. And, Keziah — keep 
that woman, civilly, at arm's distance ; the Dunn. 

^ Don't let her get near CaroKne, if you can help it. 
Her tongue's made of fire.' 

* All right,' nodded Keziah. 

With the morning Mr. Kage started for Lon- 
don. The Major stayed to see the coast clear of 
him, and then departed himself, his fears dis- 
persed. Disagreeable doubts were over ; and Bar- 
naby Dawkes went gleefully back into the sun- 
shine of the London streets^ that to him might be 
said to be paved with gold. 



CHAPTEE Xm. 

THE lawyer's secret VISIT. 

Major Dawkes departed, and the Kock was its 
own quiet self again. A strangely monotonous 
abode now, its attractions, its fine rooms, its na- 
tural beauties, going for naught to those two 
silent women living in it — the one so hard and 
gray, something like a block of stone ; the other 
passing swiftly and surely on to the tomb that 
must soon incase her. That each had her inward 
cares, was indisputable. Keziah was never quite 
free from a living dread — a dread of some vague 
danger on Barby's account — that would not quite 
keep itself down; it tinted the charming land- 
scape, it gave a bitter taste to the dishes she ate 
of, it poisoned her pleasure sleeping and waking. 
It seemed to her that this danger would pass with 
Mrs. Dawkes's life ; once she was beyond speak- 
ing, the fear would be nearly completely over. 
Barby would be in full possession of the Eock and 
its large revenues then, and who might dare to 
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breathe a slander on him? Never a word had 
passed between her and her brother on that in- 
convenient subject, the death of the child; but 
Keziah, a shrewd sensible woman, had discerned 
odds and ends of things for herself. What Caro- 
line knew or knew not, she did not dare to glance 
at ; something, she feared ; else why the life of 
estrangement she had lived ever since from her 
husband, and which he acquiesced in as a matter 
of course, without a dissenting word ? Strangers 
could not be more entirely separate than they 
were ; and Mrs. Dawkes took no trouble to hide 
the fact. There were moments when Keziah 
awoke out of her sleep in a great horror — a sleep 
in which she had seen Bamaby in the hands of 
men who are the administrators of England's 
criminal laws; and Caroline was invariably the 
Nemesis that brought him to his punishment. 
Keziah knew these were but miserable dreams, 
the result of the waking nightmare that was ever 
upon her; but nevertheless her limbs would shake 
in the bed with terror, her hair be wet with a 
cold perspiration. There could be no true safety 
for Barby, or peace for her, until Mrs. Dawkes 
should have been removed from the world; and 
Keziah, while pitying her, saw every fresh sign 
of weakness with a feeling that was certainly not 
sorrow. Bamaby's sins might be very great ; but 
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he was dearer to Eeziah's heart than all the rest 
of the world. Had the whole inhabitants of the 
globe been ranged on one side, and Bamaby on 
the other, she would have sacrificed them all to 
him, had there been need of it. 

Major Dawkes might well return to town in 
full reliance on his sister. No undesirable visitors 
would be admitted to any private interview at the 
Bock ; no opportunity afforded for so much as a 
documentary line being executed, let alone a will. 
Keziah was a sure and vigilant keeper. The strain 
on herself, taking one hidden thing with another, 
was great just now ; but she looked for the time 
when it should be removed for ever, and she and 
Bamaby be at liberty to breathe again. One great 
consolation attended it all : Caroline's state of 
inert apathy. It was quite apparent that she in- 
tended no active ill to her husband; it was equally 
apparent that never a thought of leaving her money 
away from him had place within her. It some- 
times crossed Keziah's mind to question whether 
Mrs. Dawkes remembered the fact, that the dis- 
posal of her property lay in her own power. 

What with Caroline's almost certain denial to 
visitors — between her own distaste for it and 
Keziah's manoeuvring, that was sure to be the 
result when callers came — ^the Bock had been de- 
serted by such before the time of Mr. Kage's visit. 
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After his departure, Mr. Eufort took to come with 
rather inconvenient persistency. The fact was, 
Thomas Kage had told him he ought to see Mrs. 
Dawkes occasionally, considering the uncertain 
state of health she was in — or, rather, its too 
certain state; and Mr. Bufort acted on it. He 
got at length to see the mistress of the Bock, 
going in and out with tolerable regularity. But, 
like the doctor, he never got to see her alone. Just 
as Keziah invariably accompanied Mr. Owen to the 
rooms in the south wing, so did she accompany 
Mr. Bufort. Mr. Bufort hinted that he should 
like to be, in his capacity as Christ's minister, 
alone with the sick lady. Keziah practically re- 
fused to take the hint. She liked Mr. Bufort's 
visits, she said; they did her good. When Mr. 
Bufort said, that in praying with his sick parish- 
ioners he preferred to be alone with them, Keziah 
rejoined that she liked prayers. Mr. Bufort 
yielded: for Caroline besought him in a private 
whisper — ^with anxious eyes of entreaty, and a 
clasp of the hand to pain — ^not to insist on the 
point; at least, at present: time enough for it 
when she should be nearer death. Mr. Bufort 
felt altogether a little puzzled, but said no more ; 
and Keziah enjoyed the personal benefit of the 
prayers. 

Had Keziah Dawkes been told that her sister- 
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in-law was, in one sense, acting a part, she had 
refused credence to it. With all her knowledge 
of hnman nature, its wiles and concealments, its 
tricks and its turns, she had never believed that 
Caroline was deceiving her; or that the weak 
woman lying in the south wing, to all appearance 
in utter inertness, in complete apathy, could be 
plotting and planning as anxiously as the best of 
them. But it was so. 

Caroline set about what she had to do with 
more cautious dread than there was a necessity for. 
From the moment she had parted with Thomas 
Kage, the night of his secret visit by the postern- 
door, her mind and brain had been incessantly on 
the rack, thinking how she could get Mr. Norris 
the soHcitor to her. The unexpected visit of her 
husband startled her so eflfectually, that for some 
days she let the matter rest. Over and over again 
she asked herself the question : Had he suspected 
what she was about to do, and come down in con- 
sequence? Fully did Caroline believe that no- 
thing, save the watching over his own interests, 
would bring him away from London. The terror 
she had felt when he went to the lumber-closet in 
search of the fencing-sticks, she felt still : it had * 
seemed a confirmation of her fears. The Major's 
departure, after only one clear day's stay, some- 
what reassured her ; but even then, for some days. 
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she did not dare to move in it. The time came, 
however. And while Keziah was knitting fresh 
patterns into her woollen work below, congratulat- 
ing herself, rather than the contrary, that her 
sister-in-law was lying more of her hours away 
than usual in inert listlessness, shut up alone in 
the south wing, with Fry within hearing of the 
silver bell, Caroline was up and doing. Not that 
the term * up and doing' could be applied to poor 
Caroline in any but the slightest degree. 

'My dear Mr. Norris, — I have an urgent 
reason for wishing to see you, and to see you 
alone. It is essential that your visit to me should 
be kept entirely private, from my household as well 
as from people in general. Please note this. Will 
you be at the postern-gate of the south wing to- 
morrow evening at seven o'clock? Fry will be 
waiting for you, and bring you up to me. She will 
take this note to you, and carry back your verbal 
answer. I rely upon you, as my first husband's 
legal adviser, and I may add friend : I have no one 
else to rely upon. Be very cautious. 

' Very sincerely yours, 

* Caroline Dawkes.' 

Mrs. Dawkes sat reading this note after it was 
written. It was the third she had attempted. 
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Neither of the others pleased her, and they were 
already in the fire. 

' I think it will do/ she mnrmored, as she folded 
and sealed it. 

Fry had her instructions. It was necessary for 
Caroline to place some confidence in her ; but she 
did not tell her what she wanted with Mr. Norris. 
Fry was trustworthy ; and thought the little pri- 
vate programme as good as a play. 

Caroline went down to dinner that day; she 
said she felt better. Keziah thought she looked 
it : the fact was that the excitement caused by the 
consciousness of what she was doing imparted 
some life and colouring to the faded countenance. 
Bather to Keziah's surprise, Caroline did not go 
up after dinner, but settled herself in an arm- 
chair. It was not often she dined below now ; but 
if so, she went away when the meal was over. Of 
course, Keziah was full of congratulation ; she 
talked to her sister-in-law, and read to her a short 
story from a magazine. Just as it had concluded, 
Caroline was taken with a shivering fit, and Miss 
Dawkes rang for a warm shawl. Mr. Owen did 
not much like these attacks of shivering — ^they 
had come on three or four times lately; he thought, 
though, they were purely nervous. 

* Where's Fry ?' demanded Miss Dawkes, when 
the shawl was brought in by the upper housemaid. 
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* Fry's gone out, ma'am. She said she wanted 
to buy herself some aprons.' 

' She has no right to go out when she knows 
her mistress may want her at any moment,' sharply 
returned Keziah. * Did she ask your leave, Caro- 
line?' 

* I forget,' answered poor Caroline. * I heard 
her say she wanted some new aprons.' 

' She ought to have gone in the day-time,' per- 
sisted Keziah, who had no notion of Fry's doing as 
she pleased without permission. * Suppose you had 
wanted to go to bed ?' 

* Don't be angry with her, Keziah. I keep her 
in so very much; except to church, she never 
goes out; and she must buy herself necessary 
things.' 

Keziah let the matter drop. Fry was gone, as 
the reader knows quite well, to Mr. Norris. It 
was only in the evening she could see him ; for he 
was all day long at his office at Aberton. Fry had 
cleverly made the aprons the ostensible excuse to 
the household. 

The reader may think that all comment might 
have been avoided by Fry's going out by way of the 
postern-door. But the truth was, poor Caroline 
had got into that nervous state, that she was 
afraid to be alone in the south wing after dark. 
What with the surroundings of little Tom's death 
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(so dreadful to her imagination), and the reputation 
of the ghost that was wont to hover around the 
Lady's Well outside the windows, Caroline pre- 
ferred company to soHtude. 

It was a bright starlight night when Fry went 
forth. Mr. Norris's residence was situated a little 
beyond the rectory, as the reader may remenotber ; 
for he once went to it with Miss Canterbury. She 
knocked at the door and asked for the lawyer. 

* Not at home.' 

* Not at home ?' retorted Fry, as if the man, an 
old acquaintance of hers, were telling a story. ' Mr. 
Norris gets home before this.' 

' He do mostly. He's late to-night. Is it any- 
thing I can say to him ?' 

' No — I think not,' replied Fry, as if in deli- 
beration. ' I just wanted to say a word to him 
myself. It can wait.' 

But, even as she was speaking, Mr. Norris him- 
self approached the door. He had come from Aber- 
ton by the usual train, but had called on some friend 
at Chilling. 

' To see me. Fry ? Come in, then. I suppose 
it's about that money you let your brother have V 
added the lawyer, as he led the way to a sitting- 
room. 

* Yes, sir,' was Fry's bold answer, for the benefit 
of any ears that might be open. ' If he can't give 
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me the money back, he might try and pay me 
interest.' 

But, when the door was closed, she presented 
the note in silence, and waited. Mr. Norris read 
it, glanced at Fry, and read it again. 

'Do you know the purport of this?' he 
asked. 

* Well, sir, I b'lieve it is to ask you to come to 
the Kock to-morrow night ; and I am to let you in 
by the postern-door.' 

' Just so. Your mistress says she wishes to 
see me.' 

He looked at Fry, and she looked at him. 
Each of them would have liked to speak out pretty 
freely to the other. 

*I fancied that postern entrance was wholly 
unused. Fry. It's years since I've heard it men- 
tioned ; I'm not sure but I had half forgotten there 
was such an entrance.' 

* It was me that thought of it,' said Fry, proud 
of being able so far to compliment her own memory. 
* There's folks in our house no better than watch- 
ful cats, and the servants be nothing but tattling 
gossipers.' 

* And your' mistress is virtually a prisoner, eh. 
Fry?' 

* Well, I don't know but she is, sir. For one 
thing, she don't seem to care to be anything else. 

VOL. m. R 
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As to the Bdck, that was once so gay^ it seems no 
better now than a dungeon. A rare bother I had 
to get that postern-door open. What message am 
I to take back, sir ?' 

' Say to Mrs. Dawkes that I will come. She 
mentions seven: at that hour I will be at the 
postern-door.' 

' All right,' said Fry. * If you will come into 
the grounds, sir, by that little private gate on the 
south side, it will bring you past the Lady's Well 
to the postern-door; and you'll not be likely to 
meet anybody, my mistress says. I don't suppose 
you mind about what used to be talked of — ^that 
the way was haunted ?' 

* Not very much,' said Mr. Norris, with a silent 
laugh. ' I hear your mistress is looking very ill. 
Fry.' 

' She is just as ill as she looks,' was Fry's 
answer. ' It won't be long, sir, as far as I believe, 
before she goes after the poor child she's always 
regretting.' 

Mr. Norris saw Fry out himself, whispering to 
her a last charge, to be at her post in readiness for 
him on the following night. Fry dashed on to the 
general shop in the village — for her wanting the 
new aprons had been no false excuse — and went 
home with the checked muslin in triumph. Keziah 
said a sharp word to her — ^poor Caroline was in 
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weary waiting for her bed — which Fry flung back 
again. 

And when the next day came^ circnmstances 
seemed really to be favouring Caroline. She was 
so weak, and looked so ill, that Keziah, paying 
her morning visit, advised her not to move out of 
her room all day. At dusk Fry was downstairs ; 
and coming in contact with Miss Dawkes, said 
her mistress was still in bed, and had given her 
orders to close up the green -baize door for the 
night, wishing for perfect quiet in the wing. Miss 
Dawkes nodded her head complacently, and told 
Fry to be cautious not to make any noise herself- 

But the first thing Fry did, after bolting and 
barring the said door, was to assist her mistress 
to dress and proceed to the sitting-room. The 
fire burnt with a bright blaze, the room had its 
full amount of Ught. CaroUne, sipping her tea, 
looked the only faded thing in it. She wore her 
usual black-silk gown — a mile too large for her ; it 
was covered with a shawl ; and her beautiful hair 
hung carelessly. Excitement lent her both heat 
and colour. In the state of sickness she was, 
bodily and mentally, this coming interview with 
the lawyer, and what she must say at it, put her 
into a veritable fever. 

'Fry! Fry!' 

Fry came in at the nervous covert call. 
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*It is seven o'clock, Fry. You ought to be 
down at the postern-door.' 

Mrs. Dawkes had sat with her feverish eyes 
fixed on the mantelpiece clock. The hands were 
fast approaching the hour. 

*It wants six minutes good, ma'am, by the 
right time; that clock is five minutes too fast. 
Mr. Owen said so when he was here to-day ; and 
I know it besides.' 

*Mr. Norris's watch may be fast also. He 
must not be kept waiting, Fry.' 

* No fear. Them lawyers are never afore their 
time, ma'am, unless it is to sue a poor man for 
money.' 

* Fry, I tell you to go down. Better for you 
to wait than for Mr. Norris. He might go away 
again.' 

Fry, grumbling a little, took her lamp, and 
went down. Waiting at that dusty door, with the 
wind moaning amid the trees outside, and the 
ghost farther oflf — it was said to come always on a 
windy night — ^was not altogether agreeable. But 
she had not stood there long when footsteps were 
heard, the boughs were pushed aside, and Mr. 
Norris stood there. 

' All right,' he said. * How is your mistress 
to-night r 

* She is just as fidgety as she can be, think- 
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ing I should not be down here in time, and you 
might go away again,' was Fry's answer. *I'll 
tell you what it is, sir : if the excitement of folks 
coming to her this way was to last, she'd just be 
in her grave before her time. All day long she 
has kept her bed, through nothing but the fever 
and worry she was in last night from knowing I 
had come to you. Can you see, sir ? I'll go on 
with the lamp.' 

* These stairs don't get wider with age,' re- 
marked the lawyer, in a low tone. 

* They are the steepest and narrowest stairs it 
was ever a lady's lot to go up or down,' was Fry's 
answer ; * which stands to reason, seeing they are 
built in the wall. I'd as soon come down a ladder : 
and sooner — there'd be less danger of pitching 
over.' 

* As I did once,' said Mr. Norris. 

* You !' exclaimed Fry, stopping to turn and 
look at him in the midst of the said stairs. 'Were 
you ever here before, sir ?' 

* Yes ; in the days of Edgar Canterbury. The 
place has never been dusted since that time, I 
should think. Fry. My gloves are covered.' 

*It has never been as much as opened, let 
alone dusted,' answered Fry. * Here we are, sir.' 

With a light tread the lawyer stepped through 
the lumber-closet, and into the presence of Mrs. 
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Dawkes. The shawl had slipped from her shonl- 
ders. Very thin and worn and shadowy did she 
look ; and Mr. Norris could hut contrast the poor 
faded thing before him with the beautiful and 
blooming girl whose entrance into the Canterbury 
fjEunily had caused so much trouble and , heart- 
burning. He had hated the intruder in his heart 
of hearts, for a love of justice was implanted 
strongly within him ; but in this moment his re- 
sentment passed away with a cry of pity, for he 
almost thought he was looking on the dead. 

'Poor thing!' he involuntarily murmured, as 
he took her hand. * My dear, you are very ill.* 

*Yes,' she answered, *the time is getting 
short now. That is why I was so anxious to see 
you.' 

Mr. Norris sat down by her, and they talked 
together in a low tone. The consciousness of the 
necessity of secrecy lay upon them, otherwise both 
knew it was impossible they could be overheard. 
Mr. Norris had been cognisant of the past troubles 
connected with Edgar Canterbury, and he knew 
this part of the house just as well as its present 
mistress. 

Caroline told him what she wanted — a will 
made that would in a degree repair the injustice 
of the last one. Without speaking with the ex- 
press plainness she had used to Thomas Kage^ 
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Mr. Norris gathered a vast deal. He nodded his 
head, and drew in his lips, and thought it was 
altogether about the most remarkable case he had 
ever come across. 

* I could not die in peace if I did not make the 
will,' she said with feverish lips. * I should never 
rest in my grave.' 

* My dear lady,' he said, ^ there's no earthly 
reason why you should not make one. It's what 
you ought to do. As to that watchful person 
downstairs, I think we can manage to keep her in 
the dark. If you were in stronger health, I should 
advise a totally different course of procedure; 
but—' 

*But I am not strong enough for it,' inter- 
rupted Caroline with painful eagerness. *You 
mean open opposition, the asserting of my own 
position and rights ; but if matters came to that, 
it would kill me.' 

* Yes, yes.' 

'Will you write down my instructions? I 
have thought of all I wish to do — and say.' 

Mr. Norris took some paper from his pocket, 
a pen, and a tiny ink-bottle. He began unscrew- 
ing the stopper. 

' I suppose it will be legal ?' she said. 

He did not understand. 'What legal? the 
will ? Most certainly. Why should it not be ?* 
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^I thought — because it is made in secret/ 

^ As a vast many wills are made. Trust to me 
for its being in due order. And now — ' 

What Mr. Norris was about to say received a 
most startling interruption — startling, at least, to 
one who heard it. It was a loud knocking at the 
green-baize door, followed by the voice of Keziah 
Dawkes. 

Caroline gave a faint cry. Were Mr. Norris to 
be seen with her, all was at an end. 

With her trembling hands clasped upon her 
bosom — ^with her poor face whiter than ashes — 
with steps that tottered as she stood, and a sick 
faintness that seemed as if it must overpower her, 
Caroline looked forth. 

^ Don't answer, don't answer!' she breathed to 
Fry, who had appeared at her own door with a 
carelessly-defiant countenance. 

' Not going to,' nodded Fry in a whisper. *Let 
her think I've gone to bed myself. — That's right. 
Madam Dawkes ; you can knock again.' 

*Fry! Fry!' cried out Keziah, 'it's a letter 
for your mistress; it has "Immediate" marked 
upon it.' 

No response. Keziah went away grumbling. 
Things were come to a pretty pass, she thought, 
when servants went to bed at seven o'clock in the 
evening. 
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'All right, Madam Dawkes!' said impudent 
Fry ; ' you don't get over me. The letter will 
have to keep, though it came from the Pope o' 
Eome.' 

But later, when Mr. Norris, his business for 
the night accomplished, had been escorted down 
the postern-stairs and was safely away, Fry went 
to Miss Dawkes with a face as bold as brass. 
Asking whether, or not, anybody had knocked: 
she fancied to have heard it, but was engaged at 
the time with her mistress. 

And the letter proved to be nothing but a 
note from Mr. Owen, containing some instructions 
in regard to the medicine Mrs. Dawkes was tak- 
ing that he had omitted to give in the morning 
when paying his visit to the Eock. 

* Shall I get the will executed, or not ?' mur- 
mured poor Caroline from her sleepless bed, when 
the household was hushed in sleep. ' It seems a 
great chance. Perhaps Heaven will help me !' 



I 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE LAST AND FINAL WILL. 

In the comfortable compartment of a first-class 
carriage^ one of a train that was on its way to 
Chilling, sat Major Dawkes. It was not a cold 
day by any means, for spring sunshine lay on the 
earth, wooing the hedges to start into bud, the 
flowers to blossom; but Major Dawkes liked to 
travel warmly, and a rich fur wrapper, lined with 
wool and scarlet silk, lay on his knees. His 
cheeks wore their usual bloom, his whiskers were 
of the same old purple richness, and the Major 
was decidedly getting plump ; but he composed 
his countenance to a grave sadness befitting the 
occasion, for he was hastening down to his wife's 
deathbed. 

At least, he would have told you he was has- 
tening — as he did incidentally tell the old lady 
and gentleman Seated opposite to him in the car- 
riage — for he was rather given to indulge in little 
boasts of fiction. But the real fact was, that in- 
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stead of hastening down, he had so contrived to 
retard his movements, that the closing scene 
would in all probability be over before he arrived. 
Which was what he secretly wished. 

Mrs. Dawkes had lingered longer than was 
expected by herself, by her medical attendants, or 
by any one about her. Strange somewhat to say, 
with the cold weather of the winter she had rallied 
a little. If it could not be said that she grew 
materially better, at least she did not appear 
worse ; her progress to the grave seemed to have 
made a halt — to have become for the time sta- 
tionary. But the life she led was not any the less 
secluded ; with the exception of the doctors and 
Mr. Eufort, she scarcely saw any one ; visitors to 
her were, she acknowledged, utterly distasteful. 
The former restlessness of mind and manner had 
subsided, and given place to a still calmness. 
Very peacefully did she seem to wait for the 
coming death. Nay, to welcome it. 

In February Mrs. Kage died. Keziah Dawkes, 
who took upon herself the ordering of matters, let 
her be buried without any needless ceremony; 
neither Major Dawkes nor Thomas Kage was in- 
vited to attend the funeral. Caroline seemed not 
to care one way or the other, and did not inter- 
fere ; her poor mother was * better oflF,' she said to 
Mr. Eufort, and it seemed to be her whole feeling 
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in regard to it. So Keziah had it all her own 
way. Later, Mrs. Dawkes began herself to droop 
again ; and when it became apparent that the end 
was close at hand, Keziah sent np a telegram to 
her brother. The Major telegraphed back to say 
he was ^ on duty,' but would get away as imme- 
diately as he could. He had always made ^ duty' 
a standing plea of excuse. Quietly suffering two 
days to elapse, the Major then went down. 

The first person he saw at Chilling station was 
Mr. Carlton of the Hall : quite a young njan in 
activity still, in spite of his more than seventy 
years. He happened to be on the platform when 
Major Dawkes alighted. The latter (privately 
wishing him a hundred miles off) went up with 
outstretched hand and a face as long as a walking- 
stick, mournfully hoping his dear wife was better. 

* She is dead,' said Mr. Carlton, privately be- 
lieving just as much and as little of the displayed 
concern as he chose. 

' Dead ! My wife dead !' 

* She died at five o'clock this morning. Major 
Dawkes. So you are somewhat late, you see. 
Some of us thought you might have been coming 
earKer.' 

' Duty,' groaned the Major, bolting into the 
only fly waiting. ' Dear me ! — Kichard, see to my 
portmanteau.' 
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Keziah, gray in face as ever, but intensely 
calm, received him in one of the smallest and 
snuggest sitting-rooms. He went through the 
same farce here — ^the plea of * duty.' She believed 
just as much as she chose; but she held his 
hand in hers, and murmured her heartfelt thanks 
that he, her ever-beloved brother, was free at 
last. 

^ Got any of the brown sherry up, Keziah ?' 

* Yes, dear.' 

* I'll take some.' 

Miss Dawkes went and brought it in herself. 
The Major drank two glasses of it at once, Keziah 
fondly watching him. 

* All's right, I suppose, Keziah ?' 

* All is quite right. But I don't exactly know 
what you mean.' 

' She expressed no wish at the last about the 
property, I suppose ?' 

^ None. It was the same as usual to the last 
hour of her life — utter indiflference to all worldly 
things. She never mentioned her property at all ; 
I feel sure she did not so much as think of it.' 

' All's mine, then.' 

^ Everything, Barby dear, everything J 

The Major tossed off another glass of the 
famous brown sherry — the same that Mr. Canter- 
bury in his life-time used to boast of. Major 
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Dawkes's head was strong; a few glasses more 
or less of good old wine made no difference to 
him. 

* You see now the utility of my taking care 
that Caroline had no opportunity of makiiig a 
will, Keziah. She might have got bequeathing 
some of her money to those Canterbury women.' 

^As if I should have allowed it!' responded 
Keziah. 'Bamaby, it is an immense inherit- 
ance.' 

The Major smacked his lips; partly at the 
sherry, partly at the suggested thought. He 
liked to be reminded that he was a millionaire. 

'You shall have a share in it, Kez. I shall 
set you up in comfort for life. This is real pro- 
perty, you see ; what I came into when I married 
was but a limited income.' 

Keziah smiled. ' Limited !' 

' Well, it was ; in comparison. The bulk of 
the property lay in Kage's hands then, as the 
child's trustee. I wonder what he'll think now — 
hang him ! Have you seen anything of the fellow 
lately ?' 

* No. He has not been down since that one 
visit. When Mrs. Dunn went up to her house in 
London for Christmas, she took the Miss Canter- 
burys with her; and they have not long come 
back again. Lydia Dunn is with them. Kage 
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has written to Caroline two or three times, but 
she gave me the letters to answer.' 

^ What was in his letters ?' 

'Nothing much. Inquiries after health, and 
that. It is all right, Barby ; it has all been smooth 
as glass.' 

Barby stroked his whiskers complacently. Yes, 
it had all been smooth, his heart responded, and 
he was a vast inheritor. 

' I wish to goodness that miserable old woman 
was alive now, Keziah; our ancient aunt. 
She'd open her eyes at my wealth. Her own, 
that she grudged me, was a flea-bite by the side 
of it.' 

' I wish she was, Barby. 'Twould give her a 
fit of the spleen.' 

There was a short pause. Major Dawkes turned 
and gave the fire a knock with his boot. 

* Did she suflFer much at the last ?' 

' no,' was the reply, for Keziah knew he was 
speaking of his wife. ' She drifted out of life very 
quietly and calmly.' 

The conversation was interrupted by the en- 
trance of Mr. Eufort. Hearing of the Major's 
arrival, he had come up to see him, having been 
charged with a note from Mrs. Dawkes. The Ma- 
jor took it wonderingly, perhaps with some inward 
trepidation ; but it proved to be a very harmless 



256 GEOEOE OANTEBBUBY'S WILIi. 

missive indeed — ^merely expressing some wishes 
about her funeral. 

She had first of all expressed them to Mr. £n- 
fort in the presence of Keziah, though Keziah only 
partially gathered their purport, for she had been 
engaged at the moment in a wordy war with Fry. 
Mr. Bufort had suggested to Mrs. Dawkes that 
she should convey them in a note to her husband ; 
and she so far complied as to pencil down the 
wishes on paper, put it in an envelope, and direct 
it to the Major, charging Mr. Kufort to de- 
liver it. 

It appeared that she desired the same friends 
and relatives to attend her funeral who had at- 
tended her former husband's — Mr. Canterbury. 
She wished the Miss Canterburys to be invited to 
spend the day of the funeral at the Eock — as they 
had been at the former one — also Mrs. Eufort ; 
and Mrs. Dunn, as she was staying at Chilling. 
In short, she directed that the arrangements for 
this funeral, with one notable exception, should be 
similar to the last that went out of the Eock. Mr. 
Canterbury had been put into his grave with all 
the pomp and pageantry of a theatrical show : she 
was to be taken to it with the smallest ceremony 
and expense that should be deemed consistent. 

Major Dawkes, relieved of any private doubts, 
was all suavity. Had his late wife wished that 
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the whole parish should be at the Rock that day, 
he would cordially have invited them, 

' Your late wife's wishes appear very simple 
ones, Major Dawkes ; I presume there will be no 
difficulty put in the way of their being carried 
out,' observed the Eector. 

'None in the world,' heartily replied the 
Major. 

' She seemed to make a great point of it-^-the 
dying have these fancies, you know — and begged 
me to see them carried out. I told her I could 
only urge it upon you. Major, and that she had 
better write to you herself.' 

* They are precisely my own wishes,' spoke the 
complaisant Major. * Only the half of any wish, 
expressed by my dear departed wife, I can but look 
upon as a solemn charge, strictly to be complied 
with. Perhaps you will oblige me by giving in 
the list of people yourself, Mr. Rufort; I was not 
at Mr. Canterbury's funeral, and might make a 
mistake over it.' 

But, in one sense, he had been at Mr. Canter- 
bury's funeral. For he had watched the pageant 
along the road, and made his comments. The re- 
coUection flashed into his mind now, bringing a 
flush to his face. His hopeless condition then, 
and his flourishing state now, were indeed a strange 
contrast. 

VOL. m. B 
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' Who conducts the funeral ?' he asked^ tam- 
ing to Keziah. 

*I have given no orders/ she replied. 'I 
waited for you.' 

' I wonder who conducted Mr. Canterbury's ?' 

^ I can tell you about that/ said the Bector« 

* Young Mrs. Canterbury was inexperienced ; and 
at her request Norris the solicitor undertook all 
the trouble of it^ transmitting her wishes himself 
to the proper quarters. Of course he charged for 
his time.' 

' Then I think Norris had better undertake 
this one/ spoke the Major in a fit of liberality. 

* You can write to him, Keziah.' 

In his anxiety that things should go smoothly, 
that all unpleasant reminiscences of the past should 
be kept down, as well as reflections on the pre- 
sent, Major Dawkes was eagerly desirous that these 
wishes of his wife's should be carried out to the 
letter. A conyiction darted across him that it 
would be anything but agreeable to have the Can- 
terbury family at the Eock on the day of the fune- 
ral, and he would very much indeed dislike the 
presence of Thomas Kage ; but there was no help 
for it. If he refused compliance, how could he 
tell that something would not be made of it ? — 
tongues were so venomous : and the very idea of 
any inquiry or unpleasantness turned him sick 
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with an nndefined fear. Befose concession in this 
little matter^ and people might bnt ask how he 
had come into all the money, and what right he 
had to it. No; the very consciousness that it 
might be suspected he had wished for his wife's 
death, made him aU the more scrupulous, if only 
from prudential considerations, to carry out her 
wishes to the extreme letter. Had they been trans-^ 
mitted to him in private, he would simply have 
put them and the paper they were written on 
into the nearest fire ; but they came publicly, 
through the Honourable and Beverend Austin 
Bufort. 

^ I should have refused, Barnaby, had I been 
you,' remarked Keziah, as she finished the note to 
Mr. Norris, after they were left alone. * It will 
be frightfully disagreeable to have the Canterbuiy 
family here.' 

* You are a fool, Keziah.' 

' For myself I don't mind ; but I am sure you 
will not like it, Barby dear,' she resumed, passing 
over in silence the compliment to herself. 

* Don't you see there was no help for it ?' 
^Yes, there was. You are now sole master 

here, and need fear no one.' 

* I don't know about fear,' said the Major 
dreamily. * One likes to stand well in the world's 
opinion. The invitation must be given to them, 
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and Eage also ; but I should think the Cant6r« 
burys will not accept it. They must feel that they 
have no business here, and will be quite out of 
place. How she came to think of so foolish a 
thing, is beyond me to imagine.* 

' Some idea of respect to their father and to 
them must have been floating in her weakened 
head, poor creature,* surmised Eeziah. * She was 
Mr. Canterbury's wife once, and would not have 
his daughters quite ignored at her funeral. I wish 
the day was over. Bamaby, if I were you I should 
let the Bock.' 

^ I shall sell it,' said the Major, improving upon 
the suggestion. ' If I can get my price for it.' 

He rather wished with Keziah that the funeral- 
day was over ; and it was fixed for an early one. 
The presence of those ladies and of Thomas Rage 
would no doubt a little put him out of ease. But 
it could not last more than its appointed hours, 
and he determined to make the best of it, and act 
the host with courteous grace. The anticipation 
did not disturb him; he was in too gracious a 
mood for that. His golden dreams were at last 
realised, and with the death of his wife all torment- 
ing dread had passed away. This magnificent 
mansion and its magnificent revenues were his ; 
his only, as Keziah said ; it was a costly nugget 
to have come into : and that there could be any 
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doubt that he had come into it, never for the faint- 
est shadow of a moment crossed Major Dawke^'s 
mind. 

Once more a stately funeral issued from the 
Eock. In one respect Major Dawkes ignored his 
dead wife's commands^ and abandoned the sim- 
plicity she had expressed a wish for. If the 
funeral procession was not quite of the gorgeous 
nature that had characterised Mr. Canterbury's, 
the show was at least sumptuous to look at# In 
a coach all to himself, following next the hearse, 
sat the bereaved Major, black with all the trap- 
pings of woe. In the next were Thomas Kage 
and Austin Bufort ; the latter attending as mour- 
ner and relative to-day, not as pastor. And so on, 
a string of coaches and carriages imposing to the 
eye. 

George Canterbury's daughters had accepted 
the invitation to the Kock, very much to Major 
and Miss Dawkes's secret surprise, as well as to 
that of the neighbourhood. The only one of them 
who had fought against it was Mrs* Dunn. Milli- 
cent was passive as usual. Olive decided that they 
should go. After this day, all connection with 
the Eock and with the second family would be at 
an end, she observed; and it was well for the 
parting to have a peaceful feeling about it. Be« 
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been snmmoned to the Bock, and thonght it was 
somewhat of a mistake. But the coaches were 
coming back at last, with their slow tread, bearing 
the immediate personal friends of the family. The 
comparative strangers were taken home direct from 
the ehnrchyard. 

As the coaches stopped at the entrance, Major 
Dawkes (who had been privately hoping nobody 
would alight) found that everybody did alight, and 
that Norris the solicitor was taking upon himself 
to invite the company to enter. The Major turned 
rather red, and would have liked to resent the 
liberty; but, in the face of the gentlemen, could 
not say he did not want them to come in. While 
he hesitated, Mr. Norris walked forward, threw 
open the door of the library — a room scarcely used 
since Mr. Canterbury's time — and marshalled the 
people to it : Lord Bufort and his son, Mr. Carl- 
ton and Mr. Kage. Major Dawkes brought up 
the rear, and politely asked them if they would 
like to sit down. He could not imagine why they 
need have entered, or what fit of officiousness had 
taken Norris. 

But Norris had disappeared. Only for an in- 
stant, when he came in with the ladies — ^Mr. Can- 
terbury's daughters and Eeziah. They all sat 
down ; and then the lawyer addressed Major 
Dawkes. 
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* Shall we proceed now, sir, to read the will ?* 
Major Dawkes looked at him« 

* Whose wiU?' 

* Ypur late wife's, sir.* 

* Mrs. Dawkes made no will.* 

^Pardon me, Major; Mrs. Dawkes execnied 
a will, (til in due order. She wrote to me a few 
days before her death, stating it would be fotmd 
in the large drawer of this bureau, quite at the 
bottom, beneath the old leases and the other out-^ 
of-date papers.' 

The lawyer touched a piece of furniture as he 
^pbke ; but the widower smiled with incredulity « 
The attention of the whole room was aroused^ ahd 
drawn to Mr. Norris. 

* There is no will, I tell you,' persisted the 
Major. * My wife never made one.' 

* Major Dawkes, she did.' 

* When and where ?' 

^ In this house, some months ago,' replied the 
lawyer. * I made it.' 

Miss Dawkes half rose from her seat. Her 
gray face had a scornful look on it ; the grufihess 
of her voice was unpleasantly perceptible. 

* Mrs. Dawkes made no will in this house ; I 
can take upon myself to assert it ; and you never 
were hete, Mr« Norris.' 

* I beg your pardon, madam. I came here and 
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took Mrs. Dawkes's instructions for a will. When 
it was prepared, I came again, and brought wit- 
nesses with me to attest her signature.' 

The words were spoken so calmly, in so mat- 
ter-of-fact a tone, that the Major was startled*^ 
He turned a look, full of evil, upon his sister. 

* It is false !' she cried, utterly refusing cre- 
dence. ^ It is a conspiracy concocted amongst the" 
Canterbury family to deprive you of your rights, 
Barnaby. I will pledge myself to the fact that 
Mrs* Dawkes made no will : she could not hava 
done so without my knowledge.' 

*Your not having been cognisant of this is 
easily explained, madam,' returned Mr. Norris.^ 
' Mrs. Dawkes became possessed of an idea that 
she was not quite a free agent in her own house : 
certainly was not permitted to be so much alone 
as she desired to be. She therefore retired to tha 
south wing, and caused the baize door to be erected 
to shut in her apartments. This, so far, is patent 
to you and to all. Later, when she had occasion 
to see a friend or two in private, she ordered the^ 
small postern-door to be unfastened. It leads di- 
rect up to those apartments, and by that means* 
she was enabled to receive her visitors. They 
were confined, however, to one or two^ That is 
how I got access to her.' 
■ *The postern -door?' gasped Miss Dawkes, 
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after taking in the sense of the lawyer^s words 
with a sickening heart. ^ What postern-door ? I 
did not know there was one.' 

^ Possibly not, madam. Yon are, compara- 
tively speaking, a stranger here. The door is hid- 
den by trees, and has never been used of late years.' 

Major Dawkes, amidst a multitude of feelings 
that were anything but agreeable, began wonder- 
ing whether he had ever known of the postern- 
door. At first he could not decide ; but a thought 
began to dawn over him that he did once hear of 
this, and had afterwards forgotten it. 

' I can assure you Mrs. Dawkes made her will,' 
persisted Mr. Norris. 

^ And I can assure you she never did,' uselessly 
persisted Keziah. 

* The shortest way to settle it is to look in the 
drawer and see if there is a will,' interrupted Mr. 
Carlton. * Norris told me, coming back in the 
coach, that I am one of the executors.' 

* You are,' said Mr. Norris ; * and Lord Rufort 
is the other.* 

Lord Bufort sat still in his chair, too stately 
to be moved by that, or by any other information ; 
and there was a pause. 

* We wait, sir,' he said to Major Dawkes. 
Major Dawkes was at bay. 

*My lord, there is no will. I will equally 
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'pledge myself to it with my sister. It will be 
useless to examine the place.' 

* As you please, Major Dawkes/ said Mr. Nor- 
ris. ' The will was made, and signed, in dupli- 
cate ; and I took charge of the other copy. " To 
guard against possible accidents," Mrs. Dawkes 
said. I have it with me,' 

Major Dawkes, foiled, and doubly at bay, 
searched for the key and opened the drawer. 
There was the will. He could have gnashed his 
teeth, but for those around. He sat down, and 
bit one of the fingers of his black-kid glove. 

* She may have left half the money away from 
me,' he murmured in Keziah's ear, dashing his 
hair from his damp brow. 

Mr. Norris opened the deed and put on his 
spectacles. 

The will began by premising that no person 
whatever was a party to its contents : that it was 
the testatrix's own uncounselled act and deed, 
biassed by a sense of justice alone. There were a 
few legacies to servants and friends ; the largest 
was one, fifty pounds a-year, to the nurse Judith 
for her life, and for her disposal at death ; and 
there was a command that the remains of her lit- 
tle boy should be brought from the cemetery at 
Brompton, to be finally laid by herself and his 
father. 
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Mr. Norris then cleared his throat, and the 
Major turned red with expectation* 

^ I bequeath this mansion, the Bock^ and all 
that it contains, — opiate, furniture, books, pictures, 
together with the lands and revenues pertaining to 
it, — ^to Olive Canterbury, absolutely. I bequeath 
the whole of the money of which I may die posr 
sessed, the remainder of the lands, the honses 
(save and except the Bock), to the four daughters 
of my late husband, George Canterbury, to be 
shared by them in equal portions. I bequeath to 
Thomas Eago my gold watch and chain^ with the 
locket, key, and seal attached ; and I beg him to 
accept them a token of gratitude for his unvarying 
kindness to me and his solicitude for my best 
welfare. And I bequeath to my present husband, 
Bamaby Dawkes, the sum of five - and - twenty- 
pounds, wherewith to purchase a mourning-ring, 
which he will wear in remembrance of my dear 
child, Thomas Canterbury.* 

Such, shorn of its technicalities, was the sub- 
stance of the will* 

An intense silence prevailed in the room* The 
surprise of all present was so great, that every 
tongue was tied* Only with their eyes did people 
look at each other, and seem to question whether 
it was a dream. 

Major Dawkes sat, a pitiable object to look 
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Mr. Bufort stepped forward, and held out a 
small parcel towards Mr. Kage. 

* It is the legacy mentioned in the will/ said 
he ; ^ the watch and chain. Mrs. Dawkes gave it 
into my charge to convey to yon.' 

And Thomas Kage rose and took it, a viyid 
flush of bygone recollections dyeing his face. 

' I wonder you had not a better memento than 
that; a good thumping sum of money, for in- 
stance,' exclaimed the unceremonious Mr. Carlton 
to Thomas Eage. * You were her nearest relaitive, 
save her mother; her only relative living. The 
chronometer is valuable, but counts for nothing 
as a legacy.' 

*In legacies from friends we do not look at 
value, Mr. Carlton,' was Thomas Kage's reply, 
given in a low tone. 

But Miss Dawkes, only now beginning to re- 
cover her scared senses, could not let the matter 
rest. She must fight it out to the last. 

* When my brother gives it as his opinion that 
this will has been concocted, he only states what 
is no doubt the fact. Perhaps you were her ad- 
viser, sir ?' — ^turning sharply on Mr. Eufort. 

* Indeed, no,' Mr. Eufort quietly replied; *I 
had nothing to do with the will in any way. Mrs. 
Dawkes once said to me that her pecuniary affairs 
were settled, and that is all I ever heard. Had 
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any one asked me, previous to this hour, to whom 
her fortune was most likely left, I should have 
answered, to her husband. I never supposed there 
was a doubt that he would have it.' 

' Were you one of the visitors we now hear of 
as sneaking in through the postern-door?* con- 
tinued the angry lady. 

* Certainly not. There was no necessity. I 
never knew the postern-door had been unfastened. 
Allow me to remind you. Miss Dawkes, that you 
invariably made a third at my interviews with 
Mrs. Dawkes, up to the last,' pointedly concluded 
Mr. Bufort. * Had she wished for any private con- 
versation with me, or I with her, the opportunity 
was not afforded for it.' 

True; very true. Keziali drew in her thin 
lips as she mentally acknowledged it. And 0, of 
what avail had been all the precaution ? Of all 
moments of Keziah's life, this was perhaps the 
most hopelessly miserable. 

A general rise to leave shortly took place : to 
say the truth, neither the Canterbury family nor 
the Dawkeses felt at ease. That this was but a 
restitution of the justice so long diverted, Olive 
knew; but it seemed to be harder than it need 
have been on Major Dawkes. Unless — a suspicion 
was crossing her mind that she started &om with 
horror; and would willingly have put far away, 
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but that thoughts are not under our own control. 
Mr. Norris approached the Major. 

* You will be prepared to give up possession at 
your earliest convenience, Major/ he said. ' Not 
at your inconvenience, you know : I am sure Miss 
•Canterbury would not wish that.' 

And perhaps, of all the shocks he had received 
during the past half-hour, this practical one was 
the most startling. Give up possession? Ay, 
give up possession of all: Major Dawkes's day 
was over. 

It seemed impossible to realise it. Watching 
the carriages away, through the half-raised blind, 
it seemed simply impossible that it could be rea- 
lity. A man of almost unlimited wealth when he 
rose that morning ; his, the fair domain, stretched 
out far and wide ; numerous servants who called 
him master; carriages and horses at his sole 
command ! And now — all had been dashed down 
at one fell swoop, and he was — ^what he was. 

Turning to Keziah with a stamp and an evil 
frown, he cursed her. It was something to have 
•an object for blame to stand upon. Cursed her 
want of vigilance, that he said had wrought the 
mischief. 

* Stay, Barnaby,' she interposed. * The fanlt 
lies with you — if anywhere; certainly not with 
me. I could not divine there existed a private 
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door to the wing ; there was no inspiration to tell 
it me. If you knew of it, you should have warned 
me.' 

Ay. But then his memory had played him 
treacherously. 

' It appears to me to he just one of those un- 
happy chances of life for which there is no human 
prevention,' resumed Keziah, her tone low from 
intense inward pain. * I'd never have failed you, 
Bamaby, fair play being given me ; but how could 
I comhat with shadows that I did not know were 
there ?' 

Must he give all up ? Was there no possible 
loophole by which he could right matters again — 
or at least fight for it ? The Major was deeply 
engaged in this mental calculation when Mr. Norris 
came into the room. Instead of departing with 
the others, he had remained to give sundry pri- 
vate charges to Neel, as to the looking closely 
after valuables. He trusted neither the Major nor 
Miss Dawkes. 

* I have resolved upon my course of conduct,* 
spoke the Major, overcoming his surprise ; for he 
too thought Mr. Norris had departed. * Mrs. 
Dawkes was, beyond all doubt, insane when she 
made the will ; that is, so mentally weakened as 
not to be of lucid capacity. On those grounds, I 
shall dispute it.' 

VOL. in. T 
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Mr. Norris sent Miss Dawkes from the room, 
saying that he must speak a word to her brother 
in private. He made the Major sit down, and 
drew a chair for himself in front of him. 

*Look here, Major Dawkes,' he. whispered in 
a cautious tone ; * your best and only policy will 
be to give up quietly. I say this for your own 
sake. Lying down deep in a chest of mine is 
another paper of your wife's, not a will. She 
wrote it lest some such contingency as what you 
speak of should arise. I have not read it ; it is 
signed and sealed ; and my word is passed to your 
dead wife that that paper shall never see the light 
of day, and that human eye shall never rest on 
its contents, unless you force it. It contains a 
full and explicit statement of the causes and rea- 
sons for her disinheriting you. I guess what 
they are ; in fact, I gathered them from her, per- 
haps unintentionally on her part, when she was 
giving me the directions for her will. I fancy- 
Mr. Eage could say something, and the nurse- 
girl Judith. This is private information to you. 
Take my advice: we lawyers have to give such 
sometimes, you know ; and I shall never speak of 
it to living soul. That paper, in your own solemn 
interests, must not be dislodged from its resting- 
place. You, perhaps, know what the consequences 
would be : it would not be a question of the loss 
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of property then. Major, but of something more. 
If I speak plainly, it is for yonr own sake. Make 
no fight ; don't stir up muddy waters.' 

The Major's eyes were bent on the ground, 
and his face wore again its livid tinge. But Mr. 
Norris, accustomed to read countenances, saw that 
all idea of opposition was perforce abandoned. O, 
they were bitter — the pills that unhappy sinner 
had to swallow ! 

' And you will give up possession. Major. Miss 
Canterbury said at your convenience ; I say do it 
soon. It will be more agreeable for you, I feel 
sure, to be away from here. What I looked in 
to say was, that I considered it my duty to place 
Neel in charge, as it were, of the family valuables 
and that. This is a very exceptional case, you 
see, Major Dawkes; so I hope you will pardon 
exceptional measures. And look here : I have no 
ill-will to you. Heaven knows. Man gets led into 
all sorts of queer comers thoughtlessly; and if 
I can do you a good turn, I will. Miss Canter- 
bury is of a nobly-generous nature, and I think 
she'd do something for you, if she were asked. 
There !' 

The lawyer disappeared with the last words, 
waiting for neither comment nor answer. Major 
Dawkes sat on, still as a statue, plunging into a 
vista of the future — a future encompassed about 
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with the stings of remorse and bitter disappoint* 
ment. What had he gained by that dark deed he 
had accomplished in secrecy and silence? Not 
the golden Utopia, the loxnrious freedom he had 
pictured to himself; but poverty, and guilt, and 
shame. His wife gone — ^her money gone — ^the 
Bock gone — ^position gone — ^all the good thing? 
were wrested from him for ever! And Major 
Dawkes started up wildly, and pulled at his hair 
with vengeful hands, as the thought suddenly 
flashed over him that, but for that wofdl deed, 
he would have been revelling in them yet. 

It is often thus. Satan lures us on to commit 
evil that good may come, and then turns on us 
with a mocking laugh. Of all men living, per- 
haps. Major Dawkes was in that hour the most 
miserable. 



CHAPTEE XV. 

CONCLUSION. 

Thomas Eage had quitted the Bock in tiie Miss 
danterburys' carriage ; Mrs. Dunn would go with 
the Eector and his wife. Scarcely a word was 
spoken on the way home. The strange event of 
the day seemed very startling yet. 

^ Shall I come in ?* he asked when he had 
assisted them to alight. And he spoke it with 
so much deprecation, that Olive looked at him* 

* Shall you!' she repeated; * why should you 
not r 

* What has passed this morning bars my right 
to do so — at least, on the previous footing,' he 
continued when they had entered. — *Millicent,' 
he added, turning to her, ' this is a cruel blow ; 
for it ought, in justice, to deprive me of you. 
But it is only what I looked for.' 

* What now ?' cried Olive. 

* I possess, by dint of scraping and saving, a 
thousand pounds laid by in the bank, to purchase 
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chairs and tables. Millicent is now worth, at 
least, a hundred thousand — how much more, I 
dare not guess. Can I, in honour, still hold her 
to her promise to become my wife ?' 

Millicent Canterbury turned red and white, 
and hot and sick, and finally burst into tears. 
Olive, on the contrary, felt inclined to langh. 

' It is the first time I ever heard a rising bar- 
rister — ^looking forward to the Woolsack, no doubt, 
in his own vain heart — say that a hundred thou- 
sand pounds was a thing to reject or quarrel with. 
Would you have liked it to be a million, sir ?* 

* Miss Canterbury !' 

^ Ay, Miss Canterbury indeed ! Look at Lieta. 
I daresay she has had her visions, as well as you. 
The Lord Chancellor and his wig rule England, 
and she rules the Lord Chancellor, may have been 
one of her ambitious idealities for the far-oflF fu- 
ture. No slight temptation to a young lady, let 
me tell you, Mr. Kage. And now you want to 
upset it all !' 

* It is the money which upsets it.' 

* Poor child !' cried Olive, advancing and strok- 
ing Millicent's hair; *you have cause for tears. 
He says he will not give you a home now; and 
I am sure I will not give you one. I won't har- 
bour a rejected and forlorn damsel at the Bock/ 

* You are making a joke of it,' he said ; and 
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that she should do so rather jarred upon his very 
serious mood. 

* Of all fastidious men you are the most ab- 
surd, sir. I don't suppose it is the first time the 
accusation has been brought against you.' 

* What would you have me do, Miss Canter- 
bury?' 

' Do !' she echoed, in a changed tone. * Ask 
Millicent. Money separate you! What next? 
I never was ashamed of you until now, Thomas 
Kage.' 

She left the room ; and the next minute Milli- 
cent was sobbing on his breast. Separate, indeed! 

With a commotion of rustling skirts, and a 
fierce bang, in came Mrs. Dunn, who had chosen 
to alight at Thornhedge Villa instead of going on 
to the Eectory. Millicent was then seated, her 
face bent over a book (held upside down) ; Thomas 
Kage was looking demurely from the window. 

'Olive! Where's Olive ? I want Olive.— Why> 
Leta, you look as though you had been crying !' 

' I !' stammered poor Leta. 

*rm sure it's nothing to cry about,' repri- 
manded Mrs. Dunn, who had not parted with her 
propensity to set the world to rights. *Poor 
Caroline Dawkes had been as good as dead so 
long, that one can't feel it much at last. Don't be 
stupid, child. — 0, here you are, Olive !' 
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Olivd would have liked them to have a, few 
minutes' conversation to themselves, that they 
might get reconciled to the new state of things ; 
and she thought Mrs. Dunn was a great marplot. 
But there was no help for it. Miss Canterbury- 
sat down by Mr. Kage, and began talking. 

* Mrs. Dawkes's will, in a different way, is ad 
strange a one as my father's,' she observed to him. 
* Can you account for it ?' 

*I do not wish to account for it,' was the 
evasive reply of Thomas Kage. 

* There's one part I can't account for, and that 
is why she should have cut off her husband abso- 
lutely,' put in Mrs. Dunn, tilting her black bonnet 
off the back of her head. ' Who can ?' 

There was no reply. She had not addressed 
th6 question to any one in particular, so an ans- 
wer was saved. Miss Canterbury was occupied 
with her jet chain; Thomas Kage had turned 
to the window again. 

* One thing strikes me as being remarkably 
curious,* pursued Lydia Dunn. * That Mrs. Gar- 
ston at the last altered her will, so that the pit- 
tance she left the Major should be paid to him 
weekly. It was just as though she foresaw what 
has come to pass, and would secure him from 
absolute starvation.' 

*Yes, that was curious,' warmly assented 
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Thomas Kage^ a strange light in his luminous 
eyes, 

* It strikes me that you know more than you 
will tell us, Mr. Kage/ she rejoined suddenly. 

* That I know more ? What of?* 

* Why, of the reason for Mrs. Dawkes's cutting 
him off. He was her husband : nobody can deny 
that. I see you won't admit anything, Mr. Kage. 
You law-people are closer than wax. But I have 
my own thoughts about it now and again. Odd 
ones, too.* 

* I cannot help feeling sorry for Major Dawkes,' 
observed Olive. * His present position must be a 
pitiable one. As to its cause — ^I mean his wife's 
motive — I do not think we are called upon to 
speculate upon it, Lydia.' 

* He'll quit the army — that's a matter of 
course,' went on Lydia. ' He and Keziah will 
club their means together, and go over the water 
and live. You'll see. He has his four pounds a- 
week ; she has about the same. They won't quite 
starve.' 

* No, I must take care of that,' murmured Miss 
Canterbury. * I think, with Mr. Carlton, that it 
is very strange Caroline left nothing to you,' she 
added to Thomas Kage. ' I have a suspicion that 
you prevented it yourself.' 
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* I told her I would not accept it if she did,* 
' But why r 

' The money, in point of right, was not Caro- 
line's to leave ; and what claim had I on Mr. 
Canterbury's property ?' 

'A small slice of it would not have been 
missed.' 

* Perhaps not,' he said ; * but I had no claim 
to a slice, small or large. No ; I would not have 
accepted a shilling.' 

* Well, you are fastidious,' cried Olive, looking^ 
at him ; ' chivalrously honourable.' 

* I think I am only just. Miss Canterbury.' 

' But 0, what a strange thing it is, that our 
own money should have come back to us!' she 
exclaimed with enthusiasm. ^ I cannot yet realise 
it : when I wake up to-morrow morning, I shall 
not believe it's true. It did not bring altogether 
luck or happiness to those to whom it was left 
when papa disinherited his own people.' 

* Indeed it did not,' warmly replied Thomas 
Kage : and he knew it, far better than she did* 
* Be assured of one thing. Miss Canterbury : that 
an unjust will never prospers the inheritors. All 
my experience in life has proved it to me.' 

And do you be assured of it also, my readers, 
for it is a stern truth. Look out for yourselves 
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in Kfe, and mark these cases. Years may go by, 
all apparently flourishing, justice may seem to 
have flagging wings; but when the final result 
shall come — as it surely will — you will see what 
it brings. Over and over again has the bitter 
truth been spoken — * It brought no blessing with 
it.' 

Summer sunshine lay around the Kock ; sum- 
mer brightness glistened on it. The old family 
were within its walls again, and wrongs had been 
righted. There had been no trouble : Major 
Dawkes had given up early possession, betaking 
himself off one morning quietly with Eeziah at 
his heels. He was no longer Major now, except 
by courtesy. As Mrs. Dunn predicted, he had 
made haste to sell out of the army, never again 
to reenter it ; and had taken up his residence 
across the Channel with his sister, on a very fair 
and sufiBcient income. Were men generally re- 
warded here in accordance with their deserts. 
Major Dawkes might perhaps have confessed to 
himself that, after all, he was more lucky than he 
deserved to be. 

Not quite all the family back at the Bock who 
had been turned out of it ; for Miss Canterbury 
alone was left of them. Mrs. Bufort was at the 
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Eectory; Millicent was already on the verg^ of 
entering a new home. 

For this was the wedding-day — as might be 
seen by the gay carriages passing to and fro, and 
the gala dresses within them« In vain Millicent 
had pleaded for a quiet wedding ; in vain Thomas 
E^ge had threatened to run away with Leta before- 
hand if they were to be subjected to display: Miss 
Canterbury willed it otherwise* They had had 
enough of quiet weddings, she said, and decided 
for a grand one. A gracious mistress, she, reign- 
ing in her own birthplace, the Kock ; but rather 
an autocrat still in the matter of taking her own 
way. And grand it was, especially considering 
that two lords were at it. 

Lord Rufort begged to be allowed to give the 
bride away. Percival, Earl of Hartledon, invited 
himself, and came down with Mr. Kage — the two 
close and confidential friends of many years. 
Bichard Dunn and his wife Sarah came to it ; 
Lydia Dunn was of course there, busier and finer 
than anybody. Lord Bufort's stifihess had some- 
what relaxed of late; for the fortune his daughter- 
in-law had come into afforded him the most in- 
tense gratification. 

But the ceremony was over, and the breakfast 
was eaten, and the bridal-carriage was at length 
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off amidst its cloud of old shoes. The out-door 
groups were cheering, the church - bells were 
ringing. 

'^ Thank goodness, it's at an end/ laughed 
Thomas Eage, as he leaned back in the carriage, 
leaving the noise and excitement behind. ' Leta, 
I vow I'll never get married again.' 

* I think one time quite enough,' she answered, 
with a shy laugh, and a blush. 

* Farewell to Chilling,' he murmured, three 
parts to himself; * farewell to all the old reminis- 
cences, sad ones most of them, that the place has 
wrought into its history. Henceforth we begin a 
new life, Leta. I trust a happy one.' 

* I am sure of it,' she breathed. 

' Ay, yes ; with Heaven's blessing.' 
A very short bridal tour was to be theirs, for 
Thomas E^ge had chosen to get married in the 
busy season when the law-courts were sitting, in- 
stead of waiting sensibly for the autumn. And 
then the house that had been Mrs. Garston's 
would receive them, henceforth to be their home. 
The sunshine lay, white and calm, on the road; 
the birds sang, the swallows dipping as they flew ; 
the yellow com was ripening ; the summer flowers 
threw up their sweet perfume; the trees waved 
gently against the blue sky; the mountains basked 
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in their hnes of light and shade : on all things 
there seemed to rest a holy gladness, speaking to 
the heart of peace. 

And the horses, spanking along, carried the 
chariot away in the distance. 



THE END. 
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